HANDBOUND 
AT  THE 


UNIVERSITY  OF 
TORONTO  PRESS 


THE 

DRAMATIC   WORKS 


O    F 


SAMUEL  FOOTE,   Efq; 


To  which  is  prefixed 


A    LIFE    OF   THE    AUTHOR. 


In    FOUR    VOLUMES. 


VOL.     IV. 


CONTAINING 


The  MAID  OF  BATH. 
The  NABOB. 
7  he  DEVIL  UPON  Two 
STICKS. 


A  TRIP  TO  CALAIS, 

AND 

The  CAPUCHIN. 


LONDON: 

Printed  for  J.  F.  and  C.  RIVINGTOK,   R.  BALDWIN,  T. 
CADELL,  W.  LOWNDES  and  S.  ELADON.     1788.. 


PR 


nee 


THE 


MAID   OF    BATH} 


A       COMEDY. 


WRITTEN    by    Mr.    F  O  O  T  E, 


PUBLISHED  by  Mr.  COLMAN. 


[Pric€  One  Shilling  and  Sixpence.] 


THE 

MAID  OF   BATH*, 

A       COMEDY, 

IN       THREE      ACTS, 

AS    IT    IS    PERFORMED    AT    THE 

THEATRE-ROYAL  in  the  HAYMARKET. 

WRITTEN    BY    THB     LATI 

SAMUEL      F  O   0  <T  E,      Eft. 

AND    NOW     PUBLISHED     B  V 

Mr.          C     O      L     M     A     N. 


LONDON, 

Printed   by  T.    Sherlock, 

For  T.    C  A  D  E  L  L,    in    the    Strand. 


MDCCLXXVIII. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


SOME  copies  of  fpurious  imprefiions  of 
this  Comedy,  and  of  the  Cozeners,  having 
been  printed  and  circulated  before  the 
application  to  the  Court  of  Chancery  for  an 
Injun&ion,  it  has  been  thought  advifable,  in 
vindication  of  the  property  of  the  Editor,  as 
well  as  in  juftice  to  the  deceafed  Author,  imme 
diately  to  commit  to  the  prefs  genuine  editions 
of  the  two  dramatick  pieces  above-mentioned, 
together  with  the  Comedy  of  the  Devil  Upon 
Two  Sticks,  which  had  been  alfo  without 
authority  advertifed  for  publication. 

On  mfpection  of  the  Ipurious  imprefllons,  it 
appears,  that  all  the  errors  of  carelefs  and  igno 
rant  tranfcribers  are  there  religioufly  preferved; 
and  all  the  additions  and  improvements,  made 
by  the  facetious  Writer,  are  omitted.  Many 
inftances  of  this  will  occur  on  perufal  of  thefe 
Comedies,  and  particularly  the  Cozeners  j  in 
which,  befides  the  reftoration  of  feveral  paflages 
always  fpoken  on  the  (tage,  the  Reader  will  find 
a  whole  fcene,  at  the  end  of  the  Firft  Aft,  and 

another, 
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another,  (till  more  entertaining  and  popular,  at 
the  beginning  of  the  Third  j  both  which  were 
wholly  wanting  in  the  fpurious  Imprefiions. 

Unauthorized  publications  are  not  only  always 
detrimental  to  private  property,  but  commonly 
prove  injurious  to  the  publick  :  For  the  copies, 
being  obtained  by  clandeftineand  indirect  means, 
are,  for  the  molt  part,  as  has  happened  in  the 
preient  initance,  incorrect  and  imperfect. 


PROLOGUE. 

Written  by  Mr.  G  A  R  R  I  C  K. 
Spoken  by  Mr.  F  O  O  T  E. 

WH  O  but  bas  read,  if  you  bave  read  at  all, 
Of  one,  they  Jack  tlx  giant-killer  call  ? 
He  was  a  bold,  ftout,  able-bodied  man, 
To  clear  the  world  of  fee,  faw,  fum,  his  plan: 
Whene'er  a  monjler  had  within  his  power 
A  young  and  tender  virgin  to  devour, 
To  cool  his  blood,  Jack,  like  a  (kilful  furgeon, 
Bled  well  the  monjler,  and  releas'd  the  virgin  j 
Like  the  beft  do&ors,  did  a  method  learn, 
Of  curing  fevers  never  to  return. 

Mayn't  I  this  giant-killing  trade  renew  ? 
I  bave  my  virgin  and  my  monjler  too. 
Tho'  1  can't  boaft,  like  Jack,  a  lift  of  flain, 
I  wield  a  lancet  and  can  breathe  a  vein ; 
To  his  Herculean  arm  my  nerves  are  weak, 
He  cleft  his  foes,  I  only  make  mine  fqueak  : 
As  Indians  wound  their  flaves  to  pleafe  the  court, 
I'll  tickle  mine,  Great  Sirs,  to  make  you  fport. 

To  prove  myfelf  an  humble  imitator, 
Giants  are  vices,  and  Jack  ftands  for  fa tire : 
By  tropes  and  figures,  as  it  fancy  fuits, 
PafEons  rife  monfters,  men  fink  down  to  brutes ; 
All  talk  and  write  in  allegoric  diction, 
Court,  city,  town,  and  country  run  to  fiction ! 

Eacb  daily  paper  allegory  teaches 

Placemen  arc  locujis,  and  contractors  leeches : 
Nay,  even  Change-Alley,  where  no  bard  repairs,         -\ 
Deals  much  in  fiction  to  pafs  off  their  wares ;  ? 

For  whence  the  roaring  there  ? — from  bulls  and  heart  /  3 
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The  gaming  fools  are  doves t  the  knaves,  are 
Cbangf-Alley  bankrupts  waddle  oat  lame  ducks  I 
But,  ladies,  blame  not  you  your  gaming  fpoufes, 
For  you,  as  well  as  they,  have^^aw-houfes. 

To  change  the  figure — formerly  I've  been, 
To  draggling  follies  only  whipper-in ', 
By  royal  bounty  rais'd,  I  mount  the  back 
Of  my  own  hunter^  and  I  keep  the  pack  : 
Tallyo  ! — a  rank  oldyo^r  we  now  purfue, 
So  ftrong  the  fcent,  you'll  run  him  full  in  view: 
If  we  can't  kill  fuch  brutes  in  human  fhape, 
Let's  fright  'em,  that  your  chickens  may  efcape  ; 
Jrloufe  'em,  when  o'er  their  tencterprey  they're  grumbling, 
And  rub  their  gums  at  Icaft,  to  mar  their  mumbling. 
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ACT     t       SCENE     t 

Sear  Inn  at  Batb. 
Enter  Fillup. 

Fillup. 

H  Y,  John,  Roger,  kalphy, 
Harry  Buckle  !  what  a~dickens 
are  become  of  the  lads  ?  Can't 
you  hire  ? — Zure,  zure,  thcfc 
whelps  are  enow  to  make  a  man  maz'd  ! 

Enter  feveral  Waitert. 

dll.  Coming,  Sir ! 

Fillup.  Coming!  ay,  zo  be  Chriftmas,  I  think. 
Where  be'ft  thce  gwain,  boy  ?  what,  I  reckon 
thec  ca'fl  not  zee  for  thy  eyes— Here,  take  the 
candle,  and  light  the  gentlefolk  in. 
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Enter  John. 

John.  Carry  a  couple  of  candles  into  the 
Daphne.  [Exeunt  Waiters^ 

v  Fillup.  John,  who  is  it  be  a  come  ? 

John.  Major  Rackett,  in  a  chay  and  four, 
from  the  Devizes. 

Filltip.  What,  the  young  youth,  that  laft  zeafort 
Carried  away  \yi  un  Mrs.  Muzlenefes  prentice  ? 

Jtibn.  Mifs  Patty  Prim,  from  the  Grove  ? 

Filhip.  Ay,zure  :Thee  doft  know  her  well  enow. 

John.  The  fame. 

Fillup.  Zure  and  ztire,  then  we,  (hall  have 
old  doing  and  by  -,  he  is-  a  deadly  wild  (park,  thec 
doft  know. 

John.  But  as  good  a  cuftomer  as  comes  to 
the  Bear. 

Filluf.  That's  zufe  enough :  Then'  why  doft 
not  run  and  light  u'n  in  ?  Stay !  gee  I  the  candle;- 
I  woole  go  and  light  un  in  myzelf.  [Exit. 

Rack,  [ttitibout].  Give  the  pod-boys  half  a 
guinea  between  'em. 

John.  Ay,  there  is  fome  life  in  this  chap  !•• 
Thefe  are  your  guefls  that  give  ipirit  to  Bath : 
Your  paralytical  people,  that  come  down  to  be 
parboil *d  and  pump'd,  do  no  good  that  I  know 
to  the  town,  unlefs  indeed  to  the  phyfical  tribe  : 
How  I  haw  to  fee  an  old  fellow  hobble  into 

the 
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the  houfe,  with  his  feet  wrapt  in  flannel,  pufhing 
forth  his  fingers  like  a  crofs  in  the  hands  to 
point  out  the  different  roads  on  a  common  !-r? 
Hulh ! 

Enter  Rackett  and  Fillup. 

Fillup.  I  hope,  mefter,  you  do  zee  your  way : 
There  be  two  fteps  j  that  you  do  know.  .Well, 
zure,  I  be  heartily  glad  to  zee  your  ho.nour  at 
Bath. 

Rack.  I  thank  you,  my  honeft  friend  Fillup. — » 
What,  have  you  many  people  in  tqwn  ? 

Fillup.  There  ben't  a  power,  pleafc  your 
honour,  at  prefent.  Some  zick  folk  that  do  no 
zort  of  zarvis,  and  a  few  layers  that  be  com'd 
off  a  the  zircuit,  that's  all. 

Rack.   Birds  of  paffage,  ha,  Fillup  ? 

John.  True,  Sir ;  for  at  the  beginning  of 
term,  when  the  woodcocks  come  in,  the  other$ 
fly  off. 

Rack.  Are  you  there,  honeft  Jack  ? 

Jobn.  And  happy  to  fee  your  honour  in  town. 

Rack.  Well,  mafter  Fillup,  and  how  go  you 
pn  ?  any  clubs  fixed  as  yet  ? 

Fillup.  No,  Zir,  not  to  zay  fixed ;  there  be 

parfon  Pulruddock  from  the  Land's-End,  mafter 

pvan  Thomas,  a  Welch  attorney,  two  Briftol 

B  men. 
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men,  and  a  few  port-drinking  people,  that  dine 
every  day  in  the  Lion  j  the  claret-club  ben't; 
expefted  down  till  the  end  of  next  week. 

Rack.  Any  body  in  the  houfe  that  I  know  ? 

Fillup.  Yes,  zure  :  Behind  the  jpar  there  be 
Sir  Chriftopher  Cripple,  frefti  out  of  a  fit  of 
the  gout,  drinking  a  drop  of  punch  along  wy 
Mefter  Peter  Poultice,  the  potter-carrier  on  the 

Parade. 

Rack.  The  Gazettes  of  the  Bath  ;   the  very 

men  I  want.  Give  my  compliments,  to  the  gen 
tlemen,  and  tell  them  I  fhould  be  glad  of  their 
company.  But,  perhaps  it  may  be  troublefome 
for  Sir  Chrifloplier 

Fillup.  No,  no,  not  at  all ;  at  prefent  he's  a 
little  tender  for  zure  3  but  I  warrant  un  he'l] 
make  a  fhift  to  hobble  into  the  room.  [Exit. 

Rack.  Well,  Jack,  and  how  fares  it  with  you  ? 
You  have  throve,  I  hope,  fmce  I  faw  you  ? 

John.  Throve  ?  no,  no,  Sir :  Your  honour 
Jtnows  that  during  the  fummer,  taverns  and 
furnfpits  have  but  little  to  do  at  Bath. 

Rack.  True.  But  what  is  become  of  your 
colleague,  honefl  Ned  ?  I  hope  he  ha,s  not  quitted 
his  place. 

John.  The  fhare  he  had  in  your  honour's 
intrigue  with  Mifs  Prim,  fooi}  made  this  city 

foq  hot  for  poor  Ned, 

Rafa 
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Rack.  The n  why  did  not  the  fool  go  to  Lon 
don  with  me  ?  The  fellow  has  humour,  ipirit, 
and  fings  a  good  long.  I  intended  fo  Jiaye  re 
commended  him  to  one  of  the  theatres. 

John.  Why,  Sir,  Ned  himfelf  had  a  bias  that 
way  -,  but  his  un.ck%  Alderman  Surcingle  thefadler, 
9  piece  of  a  Puritan,  would  not  give  his  conlent. 

Rack.  Why  not  ? 

jobn.  He  was  afraid  that  kind  of  life  might 
corrupt  or  endanger  Ned's  morals  •,  fo  has  let 
him  up  in  a  bagnio  at  the  end  of  Long-Acre. 

Rack.  Nay,  if  the  fellovy  falls  after  fuch  a 
fecurity— — 

Sir  Cbr.  \witbout.'}  At  what  a  ra;e  the  rafcal 
js  running  !  Zounds,  I  believe  the  fellow  thinks 
1  can  foot  it  as  fall  as  Eclipfe !  Slower,  and  be • 

JLnter  Sir  Cbr.iftofber  Cripple  a^d  Fillup,  followed 
by  Ptfer  Poultice. 

Where  is  this  rakehelly,  rantipqle  ? — Jack,  fet 
me  a  chair.— So,  Sir!  you  muft  peflels  a  good 
fhare  of  afiurance  to  return  to  this  town,  after 
the  tricks  you  have  played. — Fillop,  fttch  in  the 
punch  !— Well,  you  ungracious  young  dog,  and 
what  is  become  of  the  poor  wench  ?  Ah7  poor 
]Patty  !  and  here  tqo  my  reputation  is  ruined  as 

as  the  girl's. 

Rack,   your  reputation  ?  that's  a  good  jeft. 

Sir  Cbr, 
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SirChr.  Yes,  firrah,  it  is  ;  and  all  owing 
to  my  acquaintance  with  you:  I,  forfocth,  am 
called  your  advifer  ;  as  if  your  own  contriving 
head  and  profligate  heart  flood  in  need  of  any 
afiiftance  from  me. 

Rack.  Well,  bur,  dear  Sir  Kit,  how  can  this 
idle  fluff  affedt  you  ? 

SirCbr.  How?  eafy  enough  :  I  will  be  judged 
now  by  Poultice.  —  Peter,  fpeak  truth!  before 
this  here  blot  in  my  efcutcheon,  have  not  you 
obferved,  when  I  went  to  either  a  ball  or  a  break. 
fading,  how  eagerly  all  the  girls  gathered  round 
.me,  gibing,  and  joking,  and  giggling  ?  gad  take 
me,  as  facetious  and  free  as  if  I  were  their  father  ! 

PouL  Nothing  but  truth. 

Filing.  That's  truth,  to  my  zertain  knowledge; 


for  I  have  zeen  the  women-folk  tittering,  'till 
they  were  ready  to  break  their  zides,  when  yo\ir 
honour  was  throwing  your  double  tenders  about. 
Sir  Chr.  True,  hor.eft  Fillup.  —  Before  your 
curs'd  affair,  neither  maid,  widow,  or  wife  was 
amamed  of'converfmg  with  me;  but  now,  when 
I  airl  wheeled  into  the  room,  not  a  foul  under 
kvcnty  will  venture  within  ten  yards  of  my  chair  : 
I  am  fhunn'd  worfe  than  a  leper  in  the  days  of 
King  l,ud  ;  an  abfolute  hermit  in  themidft  of  a 
croud  !  Sptak,  Fillup,  is  not  this  a  melancholy 
truth  ? 
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Fillup.  Very  molycolly,  zure  ! 

•  Sir  Cbr.  But  this  is  not  alii  the  crop-eared 
curs  of  the  city  have  taken  it  into  their  ^rnpty 
heads  to  neglect  me :  Formerly,    Mr.  Mayor 
could  not  devour  a  cuftard,   but  I  received  a 
civil  card  to  partake ;  but  now,  the  rude  rafcals, 
in  their  bufhy  bobs,  brufh  by  me  without  deign 
ing  to  bow  !  in  fnort;   I  do  riot  believe  I  have 
had  a  corporation  cruft  in  my  mouth  for  thefe 
fix  months :  You  might  as  well  expect  a  miniller 
of  ftate  at  the  Manfion-Houfe,  .as  fee  me  at  one 
of  their  feafts 

•    Fillup.  His  honour  tells  nothing  but  truth. 

Sir  Cbr.  So  that  I  am  almoft  familhed,  as  v/ell 
as  forfaken. 

Fillup.  Quite  famifhed;  as  a  body  may  zay, 
mefter. 

«$';>  Cbr.  Oh,  Tom,  Tom,  you  have  been  a 
Curfed  acquaintance  to  me  !  what  a  number  of 
fine  turtles  and  fat  haunches  of  venifon  has  your 
•wickednefs  loft  me ! 

Rack.  My  dear  Sir  Kit,  for  this  I  merit  your 
thanks :  How  often  Dr.  Carawitchet  has  told 
you,  rich  food  and  ofowpaigne  would  produce 
you  nothing  but  poor  health  and  real  pain  ! 

•  Sir  Cbn  Wht  fignifies  the  prattle  of  fuch  a 
punning  puppy  as  he  ?   what,    I  fuppofe,  you 
would  ilarve.me,  you  fcoundrcl  !  When  I  am 

got 
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got  out  of  one  fit,  how  the  devil  am  I  to  gather 
ftrength  to  encounter  the  next  ?  Do  you  think 
it  is  to  be  done  by  fipping  and  flopping?  [drinks.'] 
But  no  matter!  Look  you,  major  Racket,  all 
between  us  is  now  at  an  end ;  and,  Sir,  I  fnould 
confider  it  as  a  particular  favour  if  you  would 
take  no  further  notice  of  me :  I  fmcerely  defire 
to  drdp  your  acquaintance;  and,  as  to  myfelf, 
I  am  fixed,  pofitively  fixed,  to  reform. 

Rack.  Reform  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

;•';>  Cbr.  Reform  !  and  why  riot  ?  Well !  you 
ILall  fee  !  the  whole  city  fhall  fee !  As  foon  as 
ever  I  get  to  my  lodgings,  I  will  fend  for  Luke 
l,attitat  and  Codici^  and  make  a  handfome 
bequeft  to  the  hofpital. 

Rr.cL  Stuff! 

Sir  Ckr.  Then  I  am  refolved  to  be  carried 
every  day  to  the  twelve  o'clock  prayers,  at  the 
Abbey*  and  regularly  twice  of  a  Sunday. 

Reck.  Ha,  ha,  ha;  ha ! 

FirCbr.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  you  may  lailgllj  but 
J'il  be  damnV:  if  I  don't  !  and  if  all  this  don't 
Recover  my  credit^  I  am  determined,  befides, 
to  hire  a  hcuie  in  Harlequin-Row,  and  be  a 
confcant  hearer  at  the  countefs's  chapel 

Rack.  And  fo,  perhaps,  turn  out  a  field^- 
preacher  in  time. 

o;V  Chr.  I  don't  know  but  I  may. 

Rack. 
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'Rack.  Well  then,  my  dear  Sir  Chriftopher, 
adieu  !    But,   if  we  muft  part,  let  us  part  ai 
friends  fliould  ;  not  with  dry  lips,  and  in  anger. 
Fillup,  take  care  of  the  knight.   [Fillttpjills  the 
glefcs.'}  Well,  faith,  my  old  crony,   I  can't  fay 
but  I  am  heartily  forry  to  lofe  you  j  many  a 
brave  batch  have  we  broached  in  our  time. 
SirCbr.  True,  Tom,  true. 
Rack.  Don't  you  remember  the  bout  we  had 
at  the  Tuns,  in  the  days  of  Plump  Jack?  I 
mall  never  forget !  After  you  had  felled  poor 
Falftaff  with  a  pint  bumper  of  Burgundy,  how 
you  beftrode  the  proftrate  hero,  and  in  his  own 
manner  cried,  "  Crown  me,  ye  fpirits  that  de- 
"  light  in  gen'rous  wine  !" 

Sir  Cbr.  Vanity,  mere  vanity,  Tom,  nothing 
but  vanity ! 

Rack.  And   then    another   day  at  the — But 
replcnifh,  Fillup !  the  bowl  is  not  empty  ? 
SirCbr.  Enough,  enough ! 
Rack.  What,  don't  flinch,  man  !   it  is  but  t« 
finilh  the  bowl. — Come,  Sir  Chriftopher,  one 
tender  fqueeze  !  i : 

Sir  Cbr.  Take  care   of  my  hand !    none  of 
your  old  tricks,  you  young  dog. 

Rack.  Gentle  as  the  lick  of  a  lap-dog;  there ! 
—«-What  o'clock  is  it,  Fillup  ? 

C  Filkp. 
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Fillup.  I'll  tell  you,  mefter  [looks  at  his  watch]* 
Jurt  turned  a  fix. 

Rack.  So  foon  ?  Hang  it,  Sir  Kit,  it  is  too 
early  to  part :  Come,  what  fay  you  to  one  fup- 
per  more  ?  but  one,  by  way  of  facrifice  to  the 
facred  feelings  of  friendfliiprHoneftFillup  knows 
your  tafte ;  he  will  tofs  you  up  a 

Sir  Chr.  Not  a  model,  Tom,  if  you  would 
give  me  the  univerfe  ! 

Rack.  Pho,  man  !  only  a  Sandwich  or  fo. — 
Villup,  what  haft  got  in  the  houfe  ? 

Fillup,  A  vamous  John  Dorey,  two  pair  of 
foals,  and  there  be  a  joint  of  Lanfdown  mutton; 
and  then,  you  do  know,  my  Molly  be  vamous 
in  making  marrow-puddens. 

Rack.  A  fine  bill  of  fare. — Come,  knight, 
what  do  you  choofe  ? 

Sir  Chr.  Me !  why  you  feem  to  have  forgot 
what  I  told  you  juft  now. 

Rack.  Your  defign  to  reform  ?  not  at  all ; 
and  I  think  you  quite  right  j  prrfe&ly  fo,  a* 
I  hope  to  be  faved :  But  what  needs  all  this 
hurry?  tomorrow  is  a  new  day;  it  will  there 
be  early  enough.  Fillup,  fend  us  in  juft  what 
you  will. 

Sir  Chr.  You  are  a  coaxing,  cajoling  young 
dog. — Well,  if  it  muft  be  fo,  Fillup,  it  muft. 

Filfcp, 
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Fillup,  get  me  an  anchovy-toaft ',  and,  do  you 
hear  ?  a  red  herring  or  two,  for  my  ftomach  is 
damnably  weak. 

Fillttp.  I  fliall  to  be  zure,  zur.  [Exit. 

Rack.  So  !  that's  fettled. — Now,  Poultice ! 
Come  forward. — Well,  my  blades,  and  what  news 
have  you  got  ftirring  amongft  you  ? 

Poul.  Except  a  little  run  of  fore  throats  about 
the  beginning  of  autumn,  and  a  few  feeble 
fellows  that  dropt  off  with  the  leaves  in  October, 

the  town  is  in  tolerable 

^Rack.  Pox  of  the  dead  and  the  dying  !  bqt 
what  amufements  have  you  go;  for  the  living  ? 

Pval.  There  is  the  new  playhoufe,  you  know. 

Rack.  True:  But  as  to  the  mufical  world; 
what  hopes  have  we  ihere  ?  any  of  the  opera 
people  among  you  ?  Apropos — what  is  become 
of  my  little  flame,  La  $etite  Rofigncle,  the  lively 
little  Linnet  ?  is  Ihe  ftill 

Sir  Cbr.  Loft,  totally  loft  ! 

Rack.  Loft !  what,  left  you  ?  I  am  forry 
for  that, 

Sir  Cbr.  Worfe,  worfc  ! 

Rack.  I  hope  fne  an't  dead. 

Sir  Cbr.  Ten  thoufand  times  worfe  than  all  that  I 

Rack.  How  the  tkuce  can  that  be  ? 

Sir  Cbr.  Juft  going  to  be  buried  alive — to  b? 

married. 

C  a 
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Rack.  Pho  !  is  that  all  ?  The  ceremony  was, 
indeed,  formerly  looked  upon  as  a  kind  of  meta 
phorical  grave  ;  but  the  fyftem  is  changed,  and 
marriage  is  now  confidered  as  an  entrance  to  a 
new  and  Ixtter  kind  of  life. 

«$//-  Chr.  Indeed  ! 

Rack.  Pfhaw  !  who  talks  now  of  the  drudgery 
of  domeftic  duties,  of  nuptial  chains,  and  of  bonds? 
mere  obfolete  words  !  they  did  well  enough  in 
the  dull  days  of  queen  Befs  j  but  a  modern  lals 
puts  on  fetters  to  enjoy  the  more  freedom,  and 
pledges  her  faith  to  one,  that  fhe  may  be  at 
liberty  to  beftow  her  favours  on  all. 

Sir  Chr.  What  vaft  improvements  are  daily 
made  in  our  morals !  what  an  unfortunate  dog 
am  I,  to  come  into  the  world  at  l^aft  half  a  cen 
tury  too  foon  !  what  would  I  give  to  be  born 
twenty  years  hence  !  there  will  be  damned  fine 
doings  then  !  hey,  Tom  ?  But  I'm  afraid  our 
poor  little  girl  won't  have  it  in  her  power  to  profit 
by  thefe  prodigious  improvements. 

Rack.  Why  not  ? 

Sir  Chr.  Oh,  when  you  once  hear  the  name  of 
her  partner — < — 

Rack.  Who  is  it  ? 

Sir  Chr.  An  acquaintance  of  yours  :  Only 
that  old  fufty,  fliabby,  muffling,  money-loving, 
\vater-drinking,  mirth-marring,  amorous  old 
hunks,  matter  Solomon  Flint. 

Rack. 
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Rack.  He  that  enjoys — owns,  I  mean — half  the 
farms  in  the  country  ? 

Sir  Cbr.  He,  even  he. 

Rack.  Why,  he  is  fixty  at  lead:  What  a 
filthy  old  goat !  But  then,  how  does  this  defign 
fuit  with  his  avarice  ?  the  girl  has  no  fortune. 

Sir  Cbr.  No  more  than  what  her  talents  will 
give  her, 

Rack.  Why,  the  poltroon  does  not  mean  to 
profit  by  them  ? 

Sir  Cbr.  Perhaps,  if  his  family  mould  chance 
to  encreafe :  But  I  believe  his  main  motive  is  the 
hopes  of  an  heir. 

ru  Rack.  For  which  he  mud  be  indebted  to  fome 
of  his  neighbours :  In  that  point  of  light,  the 
matter  is  not  fo  much  amifs.  It  is  impofiible 
me  can  be  fond  of  the  fellow;  and  it  is  very 
hard,  with  the  opportunities  this  place  will  afford, 
if,  in  Jefs  than  a  month,  I  don't 

Sir  Chr,  This  place  !  why,  you  don't  fuppofc 
he'll  truft  her  here  for  an  hour  ?i  fcn 

Rack.  How  ! 

Sir  Cbr.  Not  a  moment :   The  fcheme  is  all 
fettled  i  the  rumbling  old  family-coach  carries 
her  immediately  from  the  church-door  to  his 
moated,  haunted,  old  houfe  in  the  country. 
Rack.  Indeed! 
$ir  Cbr.  Where,  befides  the  Argus  himfelf, 
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fhe  will  be  watched  by  no  Ids  than  two  brace  of 
his  fillers  •,  four  as  malicious,  'mufty  old  maids 
ns  ever  were  foured  by  folitude,  and  the  neglect 
of  the  world. 

Rack.  A  guard  not  to  be  corrupted  or  cozened. 
Why,  Sir  Chriftopher,  in  a  Chriftian  country 
this  muft  not  be  fufFered.  What  !  a  miferable 
tattered  old  fellow  like  him,  to  monopolize  fuch 
a  tempring  creature  as  her  ? 

Sir  Cbr.  A  diabolical  plan  ! 

Rack.  Bcfides,  the  fecluding  and  immuring 
a  girl  pofTefied  of  her  elegant  talents,  is  little 
better  than  robbing  the  world. 

Sir  Cbr.  Infamous  !  worfe  than  a  rape  !  But 
where  are  the  means  to  prevent  it  ? 

Rack.  Much  might  be  done,  if  you  would 
lend  us  your  aid. 

Sir  Cbr.  Me  ?  of  what  ufe  can  I — And  fo,  you 
rafcal,  you  want  toemploy  me  again  as  your  pimp? 

Rack.  You  take  the  thing  wrong  :  I  only  wifh 
you  to  (land  forth,  my  dear  knight  j  and,  like 
myfelf,  be  the  protector  of  innocence,  and  a  true 
friend  to  the  publick. 

Sir  Cbr.  A  true  friend  to  the  publick  !  a  fine 
ftalking-horfe  that !  But,  I  fear,  like  other  pre 
tenders,  Tom,  when  your  own  private  purpoft* 
jsferved,  the  poor  publick  will  be  left  in  the  lurch. 
But,  however,  the  poor  girl  does  defer ve  to  be 

laved 
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faved  ;   and  if  I  can  do  any  thing,  not  incon- 
fiftcnt  with  ray  plan  of  reforming • 

Rack.  That  was  fpoke  like  yourfelf.  Upon 
what  terms  are  you  and  Flint  at  prefent? 

Sir  Cbr.  Oil  and  vinegar  are  fcarce  ib  oppofite. 

Rack.  Poultice,  you  fmoke  a  pipe  with  him 
fometimes  :  Pray,  who  are  your  party  ? 

Foul.  Mynheer  SourCrout,  Monfieurde  Jar- 
fey  the  port  manufacturer,  Billy  Button  the  tay- 
lor,  Matter  Flint  and  I,  moft  evenings  take  a 
whiff  here. 

Rack.  Are  you  all  in  his  confidence  on  this 
great  occafion  ? 

foul.  Upon  this  cafe  we  have  had  confulta- 
tions ;  but  Billy  Button  is  firft  in  his  favour,  he 
likes  his  prefcription  the  beft. 

Rack.  From  this  quarter  we  muft  begin  the 
attack  :  Could  not  we  contrive  to  convene  this 
illuftrious  fenate  to-night  ? 

Poul.  I  fhould  think  eafily  enough. 

Rack.  But  before  you  meet  here  ? 

Poul.   Without  doubt. 

Rack.  My  dear  Poultice,  will  you  undertake 
the  com miffion  ? 

Poul,  I  will  feel  their  pulfes,  to  oblige  Sir 
Chriftopher  Cripple. 

Sir  Cbr.  But,  Peter,  doft  really  think  this  rafli 
fool  is  determined  ? 

Poul. 
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Poul.  I  believe,  Sir  Chriftopher,  he  is  firmly 
perfuaded,  that  nothing  will  allay  this  uncom 
mon  heat  in  his  blood,  but  fwallowing  the  pill 
matrimonial. 

Rack.  We  muft  contrive  at  leaft  to  take  off 
the  gilding,  and  lee  what  effed  that  will  have  on 
his  courage.  [Exit  Pout. 

Sir  Cbr.  Well,  Major,  unfold  !  what  can  you 
mean  by  this  meeting  ? 

Rack.  Is  it  poffible  you  can  be  at  a  lofs  ?  you 
who  have  fo  long  ftudied  mankind  ? 

Sir  Chr.    Explain. 

Rack.  Can't  you  conceive  what  infinite  ftrug- 
gles  muft  have  been  felt  by  this  fellow,  before  he 
could  mufter  up  courage  to  engage  in  this  dread 
ful  perilous  (late.  How  often  have  you  heard 
the  proverbial  puppy  affirm,  that  marriage  was 
fiming  for  a  fingle  eel  among  a  barrel  of  fnakes  ! 
what  infinite  odds,  that  you  laid  hold  of  the  eel  ! 
and  then  a  million  to  one  but  he  dipt  through 
your  fingers ! 

Sir  Cbr.    True,  true. 

Rack.  Can't  you,  then,  guefs  what  will  be 
His  feelings  and  fears  when  it  comes  to  the  pufh  ? 
Doyou  think  publick  opinion,  his  various  doubts 
of  himfelf,  and  of  her,  the  pride  of  his  family, 
and  the  loud  claims  of  avarice  (his  ruling  pai- 
fion  'till  now),  won't  prove  near  an  equipoife  to 
his  love  ? 

Sir 
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Sir  Cbr.    Wichout  doubt/ 

Rack.  At  this  critical  period^  won*t  the  con-i 
curring  advice  of  all  his  aflbciates,  think  you, 
ckftroy  the  balance  at  once  ? 

Sir  Cbr.    Very  probably,  Tom,  I  confcfs. 

Rack.  As  to  our  engines,  there  is  no  fear  of 
them  :  Billy  Button  you  have  under  your  thumb; 
I'll  purchafe  a  pipe  of  port  of  de  Jarfey  ;  and  we 
are  fure  of  old  Sour-Crout  for  a  hamper  of  hock. 

Sir  Cbr.  Right,  right! — But,  after  all,  what  is 
to  become  of  the  girl  ?  Corne,  Tom,  I'll  have 
no  foul  play  (hewn  to  her. 

Rack.  Her  real  happinefs  is  part  of  my  pro 
ject. 

Enter  FilluP. 

\ 

Fillttp.  Here  be  Mynheer  Sour-Crout  and 
Mounfeer  de  Jarfey  a  come. 

Sir  Cbr.  We  will  attend  them. — Only  think, 
Tom,  what  a  villain  you  will  be  to  make  me  the 
fccret  inltrument  of  any  more  mifchief. 

Rack.    Never  fear. 

Sir  Cbr.   Particularly,  too,  now  I   am  fixed 

to  reform. 

Rack.    It  would   be  criminal  in   the  higheft 

degree. 

Sir  £hr.   Ah,  rot  your  hypocritical  face  ! — I 

atn  half  afraid,  Tom,  to  trull  you  \  I'll  be  hanged 

D  if 
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if  you  ha'n't  fome  wicked  deftgn  yourfelf  on  the 
girl!  but,  however,  I  wafh  my  hands  of  the  guilt, 
Rack.  My  dear  knight,  don't  be  To  fqueamifh  F 
&ut — the  gentlemen  within  ! — Stay  \  who  have  we 
here  ?  Ah,  my  old  friend  mailer  Button  ! 

Enter  Button. 

Button.  Your  wormip  is  welcome  to  town  ! — • 
But  where  h  Sir — Oh- !  I  underftood  as  how  your 
honour  had  Cent  for  me  all  in  a  hurry :  I  mould 
have  brought  the  patterns  before,  if  I  had  them  : 
fhe  worft  of  my  enemies  ean't  fay  but  Billy  But 
ton  is  puncluah  Here  they  be:  I  received  them 
to-night  by  W iltfhire's  waggon,  that  flies  in  eight- 
days. 

Sir  Chr.  Tomorrow,  Billy,  will  do  j  take  a  feat. 

Button.  I  had  rather  fland. 

Sir  Chr.  I  wanted  to  talk  to  you  upon  an 
other  affair.  What,  I  fuppofey  you  are  very  bufy 
at  prefent  ? 

Button.  .Vafl  bufy,  your  honour. 

Sir  Cbr.  This  marriage,  I  reckon,  takes  up 
mod  of  your  time. 

Button.  Your  honour  ? 

Rack.  Mils  Linnetyand  your  old  mafter  Flint, 
you  know. 

Button.  Oh,  ay  !  But  the  fquire  does  not  intend 
to  cut  a  daflv  till  the  luring. 

Sir 
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Sir  Chr.  No  !  nothing  has  happened,  I  hope  ? 
affairs  are  all  fixed  ? 

Button.  As  a  rock  :  I  am  fure,  now,  it  can't 
fail ;  becaufe  why,  I  have  premptory  orders  to 
icour  and  new-line  the  coachman  and  footman's 
old  frocks ',  and  am,  befides,  to  turn  the  lace^ 
and  frefn-button  the  luit  his  honour  made  up 
twenty  years  ago  comes  next  Lent,  when  he  was 
Jhreif  for  the  county. 

Rack.  Nay,  then  it  is  determined. 

Batten.  Or  he  would  never  have  gone  to  fuch 
an  expence. 

Sir  Chr.  Well,  Billy,  and  what  is  your  private 
opinion,  after  all,  of  this  match  ? 

Button.  It  is  not  becoming,ycur  honour  knows, 
for  a  tradefman  like  me  to  give  his- 

Rack.  Why  not  ?  Don't  you  think  now, 
Billy,  it  is  a  bold  undertaking  for  a  man  at  his 
•time  of  life  ? 

Button.  Why,  to  be  fure,  his  honour  is  a  little 
flricken  in  years,  as  a  body  may  fay;  and,  take 
ail  the  care  tfiat  one  can,  time  will  wear  the  nap 
from  even  fuperfine  cloth  j  flitches  tear,  and 
elbows  will  out,  as  they  f<jy 

Sir  Cbr.  And  betides,  Bill,  the  bride's  a  mere 
baby. 

Button.  Little  better,  your  honour  :  But  fhe 
is  a  tight  bit  of  fluff,  and  I  am  confident  will  turn, 

P  2  ouc 
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cut  well  in  the  wearing.  I  once  had  fome  thought? 
myfelf  of  taking  meaiqre  of  Mifs, 

Rack.  Indeed  ! 

Button.  Yes  \  and,  to  my  thinking',  had  made 
a  pretry  good  progrefs  ;  becaufe  why,  at  church 
of  a  Sunday  me  fuffered  me  to  look  for  the  lefibns; 
and  moreover,  many  a  time  and  oft  have  we  fung 
piahns  out  of  the  very  fame  book. 

Ra(k.  That  was  going  a  great  way. 

Button.  Nay,  befides,  and  more  than  all  that, 
fiie  has  at  this  precious  minute  of  timeapinculhion 
by  her  fide  of  my  own  prefentation. 

Rack.  Ay  !  and  how  came  the  treaty  broke  off? 

Button.  Why,  who  fhould  ftep  in  in  the  nick, 
but  the  very  fquire  himfelf  ? 

Sir  Chr.  I  am  afraid,  Bill,  your  beauty  is  a 
little  bit  of  the  jilt. 

Button.  No,  your  worfhip  •,  it  is  all  along  with 
her  mother  :  'Caufe  her  great  aunt,  by  her  father's 
fid?,  was  a  clargyman's  daughter,  fhe  is  as  prag 
matic  and  proud  as  the  Pope-,  fo,  forfooth,  no 
thing  will  pleafe  her  for  Mifs,  but  a  bit  of  quality 
binding;. 

0 

Rzck.  I  knew  the  refuful  could  not  come 
from  the  girl  j  for,  without  a  compliment,  Billy, 
there  is  no  comparifon  between  you  and  the — 
why,  you  are  a  pretty,  (light,  tight,  light,  nimble— 

Button.  Yes  •,  very  nimble  and  flight,  and  we 
are  both  of  a  height :  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Sir 
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£;>  Chr.  Why,  love  has  made  Biily  a  poet. 

Button.  No,  no  j  'quite  accident,  as  I  hope  to 
tie  kitted. 

Rack.  And  your  rival  is  a  fufty,  foggy,  lum-, 
Bering  log  ! 

Button.  For  all  the  world  like  my  goofe  5 
plaguy  hot  and  damned  heavy,  your  honour. 

Sir  Chr.  Why,  Biily  blazes  to-day. 

Button.  And  though  my  purie,  mayhap,  ben*t 
fo  heavy  as  his'n,  yet  I  contrives  to  pay  every 
body  their  own. 

Rack.  I  dare  fay. 

Button.  Ay  ;  and  I  have,  befides,  two  houfei 
in  Avon-Street ;  and?  perhaps,  a  bif  or  two  of 
Jand  in  a  corner. 

Sir  Cbr.  Oh,  the  curmudgeonly  rogue ! 

Button.  And,  moreover,  if  madam  Linnet 
talks  of  families,  I  would  have  her  to  know  that 
I  have  powerful  relations  as  well  as  herfelf: 
There's  Tommy  Button,  my  uncle's  own  fon, 
that  has  an  employment  under  the  government. 

Sir  Cbr.  Ay,  Biily  !   what  is  it  ? 

Button.  At  this  very  time  he  is  an  excifemari 
at  Wapping.  And,  btfides,  there  is  my  coufin 
Paul  Puff,  that  kept  the  great  paftrycook's  (hop 
in  the  Strand,  now  lives  at  Brentford,  and  is 
rnade  a  juftice  of  the,  peace. 

Rack.  As  this  is  the  cafe,  I  don't  think  it  will 
|?e  difficult  v£t  to  bring  rr.ittcrs  to  bear. 

Sir  Cbr, 
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Sir  CJjr.  If  Bill  will  but  follow  directions. 

Button.  I  hope  your  honour  never  found  mo 
deficient. 

Sir  Chr*.  We  will  inftrudt  you  further  within.—  • 
Major  Racket,  your  hand  ! 

Button.  Let  me  help  you.  Folks  may  go  fur 
ther  and  fare  worfe,  as  they  fay  :  Why,  I  have 
fome  thoughts,  if  I  can  call  in  my  debts,  to  re 
tire  into  the  country,  and  fet  up  for  a  gentleman. 

Rack.  Why  not  ?  one  meets  with  a  great  num 
ber  of  them  who  were  never  bred  to  the  bufinefs, 

Button.  I  a'n't  much  of  a  mechanic  at  pre-* 
fent  ;  I  does  but  juft  mcufure  and  cut. 

Rack.   No? 

Button.  I  don't  think  that  I  have  fat  crofs- 
Jegg'd  for  thefe  fix  years, 


Button.  And  who  can  tell,  your  honour,  in 
a  few  years,  if  I  behaves  well,  but,  like  coufm 
PtirF,  I  may  get  myfelf  put  in  the  commiflion  ? 

Sir  Chr.  The  worfhipfnl  William  Button, 
efquire  —  it  founds  well.  I  can  tell  you,  Billy, 
there  have  been  m?giltrates  made  of  full  as  bad 
materials  as  you.  [Exeunt, 


A  C  T 
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A  C  T    II.      S  C  E  N  E   I. 

Enter   Mrs.  Linnet  and  Mifs  Linnet. 

Mrs.  Linnet. 

'• '^T'ES,  Kitty,  it  is  in  vain  to  deny  it!    I 

A     am  convinced  there  is  fome  little,-  low, 
paltry  pafiion,  that  lurks  in  your  heart. 

Mifs  Lin.  Indeed,  my  dear  Mother,  you 
wrong  me. 

Mrs.  Lin.  Indeed,  my  dear  Mifs,  but  I  don't ! 
what  elfe  could  induce  you  to  reject  the  addreffes 
of  a  lover  like  this  ?  Ten  thoufand  pounds  a- 
year !  Gads  my  life,  there  is  not  a  lady  in  town 
would  refufe  him,  let  her  rank  be  ever  fo 

Mifs  Lin.   Not  his  fortune,  I   firmly  believe. 

Mrs.  Lin.  Well !  and  who  no\v-a-days  mar 
ries  any  thing  elfe  ?  Would  you  refufe  an  eftate, 
beeaufe  it  happen'd  to  be  a  little  encumber'd  ? 
tou  muft  confkler  the  man  in  this  cafe  as  a  kmd 
of  a  mortgage. 

Mifs  Lin.  But,  the  difproportion  of  years — • 

Mrs.  Lin.  In  your  favour,  child  ;  the  incum- 
brancc  will  be  the  fooner  removed, 

Mifs  Lin.  Then,  my  dear  mother,  our  minds; 
how  very  widely  they  diffrr !  my  nature  is  liberal 

tncl 
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and  frank,  though  I  am  but  a  little  removed 
from  mediocrity  j  his  heart,  in  the  very  bofom 
of  wealth,  is  fhut  to  every  focial  fenfation. 

Mrs.  Lin.  And  yet,  Mifs,  this  heart  you  have 
had  the  good  luck  to  unlock.  I  hope  you  don't 
urge  his  offers  to  you  as  a  proof  of  his  paflion 
for  money  ?  why,  you  forget  yourfelf,  Kate ; 
who,  in  the  name  of  wonder,  do  you  think  that 
you  are  ?  What,  becaufe  that  you  have  a  baby- 
face,  and  can  bawl  a  few  ballads 

Mifs  Lin.  Nay>  madam)  you  know  I  was 
never  vain  of  my  talents  -,  if  they  can  procure 
me  a  decent  fupport,  and  in  fome  meafure  repay 
my  father  and  you  for  their  kind  cultivation — 

Mrs.  Lin.  And  how  long  are  you  fure  youf 
talents,  as  you  call  'em,  will  ferve  you  ?  Are; 
a  fet  of  features  fecure  againft  time  ?  won't  a 
fingle  fore  throat  deftroy  the  boafted  power  of 
your  pipe  ?  But  fuppofe  that  fhould  not  fail, 
who  can  infure  you  againft  the  whim  of  the 
publick?  will  they  ahvays'continue  their  favour? 

Mifs  Lin.  Perhaps  not» 

Mrs.  Lin.  What  mud  become  of  you  then  ? 
Now  by  this  means  you  are  fafe,  above  the 
reach  of  ill-fortune.  Befides,  child,  to  put  your 
own  intercfl  out  of  the  queftion,  have  you  no 
tender  feelings  for  us  r  Con  fide  r,  my  love  (you 
don't  want  for  good  nature),  your  confent  to 

this 
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this  match  will,  in  the  vvorft  of  times,  fecure  a 
firm  and  able  friend  to  the  family. 

Mifs  Lin.  You  deceive  yourfelf,  indeed,  my 
dear  mother  :  He  a  friend  !  I  dare  believe  the 
firft  proof  you  will  find  of  his  friendfhip,  will 
be  his  pofitive  commands  to  break  off  all  cor- 
refpondence  with  every  relation  I  have. 

Airs.  Lin.  That's  a  likely  ftory  indeed !  Well, 
child,  I  muft  fet  your  father  to  work  j  I  find 
what  little  weight  my  arguments  have. 

L.  Catb.  [without.]  Is  Meftrefs  Linnet  within  ? 

Mrs.  Lin.  Oh,  here  comes  a  protectrefs  of 
yours,  Lady  Catharine  Coldftream ;  fubmit  the 
matter  to  her :  She  can  have  no  views,  is  well 
read  in  the  ways  of  the  world,  and  has  your 
intereft  fmcerely  at  heart. 

Enter  Lady  Catherine  Coldftream. 

L.  Call).  How  is  aw  wi  you,  Meftrefs  Linnet 
dnd  Mels  ?  what  a  dykens  is  the  matter  wi  Mefs  ? 
{he  fcems  got  quite  i'the  dumps:  I  thought 
you  were  aw  ready  to  jump  oot  o'  your  (kens 
at  the  bonny  profpec  afore  you. 

Mrs.  Lin.  Indeed,  I  wifh  yourladyfliip  would 
take  Kitty  to  tafk*  for  what  I  fay  fignifies 
nothing. 

L.  Catb.  Ah !  that's  aw  wrang !  What  has 
£  bcea 
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been  the  mater,  Mefs  Kitty?  you  ken  weel 
enow  that  children  owe  an  implecit  conceffion 
to  their  parents ;  it  is  na  for  bairns  to  litigate 
the  wull  of  their  friends. 

M.--S.  Lin.  Efpecially,  my  lady,  in  a  cafe  where 
their  own  happinefs  is  fo  nearly  concerned : 
There  is  no  perfuading  her  to  accept  Mr.  Flint's 
offers. 

L.  Cath.  Gad's  mercy,  Mefs,  how  comes  aw 
this  about?  do  na  you  think  you  ha  drawn  a 
braw  ticket  in  the  lottery  o'  life  ?  do  na  you 
ken  that  the  mon  is  laird  of  aw  the  lond  in  the 
country  ? 

Mijs  Lin.  Your  ladyfhip  knows,  madam,  that 
real  happinefs  does  not  depend  upon  wealth. 

L.  Cath.  Ah,  Mefs,  but  it  is  a  bonny  engre- 
dient.  Don't  you  think,  Mcftrcfs  Linnet,  the 
lafs  lias  got  fome  other  lad  in  her  heed  ? 

Mrs.  Lin.  Your  ladyfhip  joins  in  judgment 
with  me  :  I  have  charged  her  ;  but  Ihe  ftoutiy 
denies  it. 

L.  Cath.  Mefs,  you  munna  be  bafhful  :  An 
you  folectt  a  cure,  your  phyfician  muft  ken  the 
caufe  o*  your  malady. 

ftfjfsLin.  Your  ladyfhip  may  believe  me, 
madam,  I  have  no  complaint  of  that  kind. 

L.  Cath.  The  lafs  is  obftinate.  Meflrcfs 
I  innct,  cannot  yourfel  g:  a  gucfs  ? 

Mrs* 
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Mrs.  Lin.  I  can't  fay  that  I  have  obferved — 
Indeed,  fome  time  ago,  I  was  inclined  to  believe 
Mr.  Button • 

L.  Catb.  What  I  yon  taylor  in  Stall-Street  ? 
Ah,  Mrs.  Linnet,  you  are  aw  oot  in  your  guefs : 
The  lafs  is  twa  weel  bred,  and  twa  faunzy  to  gi 
her  heart  to  fik  a  burgis  as  he :  Wully  Button  ? 
nae,  he  is  nae  the  lad  avaw. 

Mrs.  Lin.  Major  Racket,  I  onoe  thought — 
but  your  lady  (hip  knows  his  affairs  took  a  dif 
ferent  turn. 

L.  Catb.  Ah  !  Racket !  that's  another  man's 
mater :  LaflTes  are  apt  enow  to  fet  their  hearts, 
upon  fcarlet  j  a  cockade  has  mucklc  charms  wi 
our  fex ;  yes.  Well,  Mcfs,  comes  the  wind  fra 
that  corner  ? 

Mifs  Lin.  Does  your  ladyfliip  think,  to  diflike 
Mr.  Flint,  it  is  abfolutely  neceffary  to  have  a 
prepoflefllon  for  fomcbody  elfe  ? 

L.  Catb.  Mrs.  Linnet,  an  you  wull  withdraw 
for  a  while,  perhaps  Mefs  may  throw  aff  her 
referve,  when  there's  nobody  by  but  ourfelves; 
a  mother,  you  ken  wecl,  may  prove  ane  too 
many  fometimes. 

Mrs.  Lin.  Your  lady  (hip  is  mod  exceedingly 
kind. — D'ye  hear,  JCitty  ?  mind  what  her  lady- 
ihipfays;  do,  my  dear  \  and  be  rul'd  by  your 
s  j  they  are  older  and  wilcr  than  you.  [Exit. 
E2  L. 
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L.  Cath.  Well,  Mefs,  what's  the  caufe  of  aw 
this  ?  what  makes  you  fo  averfe  to  the  wull  of 
your  friends  ? 

Mijs  Lin.  Your  ladyfhip  knows  Mr.  Flint. 

L.  Cath.   Ay,  unco  weel. 

Mifs  Lin.  Can  your  ladyfhip  then  be  at  a  lofs 
for  a  cauie  ? 

L.  Cath.  I  canna  fay  Mr.  Flint  is  quite  an 
Adonis  ;  but  wha  is  it  that  in  matrimony  gets 
aw  they  vvifli  ?  When  I  entermarried  with  Sir 
Launcelot  Coldftream,  I  was  een  lik  a  fprak  lafs 
as  yourfel,  and  the  baronet  bordering  upon  his 
grand  climacteric.  You  mun  ken,  Mefs,  my  father 
was  fo  unfaunzyastogangout  with  Charley  in  the 
forty-fives  after  which,  his  fidelity  was  rewarded 
in  France  by  a  commifiion  that  did  na  bring  him 
in  a  bawbee,  and  a  penfion  that  he  never  was  paid. 

Mtfs  Lin.    Infamous  ingratitude  ! 

L.  Cath.  Ay  j  but  1  dinna  think  they  will  find 
ony  mare  file  fools  i*  the  North. 

Mifs  Lin.  I  hope  not. 

L.  Cath.  After  this,  you  cahna  think,  Mefs, 
there  was  mickle  filler  for  we  poor  bairns  that 
•were  left ;  fo  that,  in  troth,  I  was  glad  to  get  an 
eftablifhment  •,  and  ne'er  heeded  the  difparity  be 
tween  my  guid  mon  and  myfel. 

Mifs  Lin.   Your  lady  (hip  gave  great  proofs  of 

your 


THE    MAID    OF    BATH      29 

your  prudence  j  but  my  affairs  are  not  altoge«r 
ther  fo  defperate. 

L.  Cath.  Gad's  mercy,  Mefs !  I  hope  you  dinna 
make  any  companion  between  Lady  Catharine 
Coldftream,  wha  has  the  beft  blood  in  Scotland 
that  runs  in  her  veins 

Mifs  Lin.  I  hope  your  ladyfhip  does  not  fup- 
pofc 

L.  Cath.  A  lady  lineally  defcended  fra  the 
great  Ofllan  himfelf,  and  allied  to  aw  the  illuftri- 
ous  houfes  abroad  and  at  home 

Mifs  Lin.  I  beg,  madam,  your  Ladylhip— 

L.  Cath.  And  Kitty  Linnet,  a  little  play-actor, 
v/h-a  gets  applauded  or  hifs'd  juft  e'en  as  the  mo~ 
bility  wulls, 

Mifs  Lin.   I  am  extremely  concern'd,  that — 

L  Cath.  Look'ye,  Mefs,  I  will  cut  matters 
Ihort :  You  ken  weel  enow,  the  firft  notice  that 
e'er  I  took  of  you  was  on  your  acting  in  Allan 
Rimfay's  play  of  Patie  and  Roger ;  ere  fin  !  hae 
been  your  fait  friend  ;  but  an  you  continue  ob~ 
ftinate,  and  will  na  fuccumb,  I  lhall  ftraitway 
withdraw  my  protection. 

Mifs  Lin.  1  fhall  be  extremely  unhappy  in 
lofing  vour  Ladyfhip's  favour. 

L.  Cath.  Mefs,  that  depends  entirely  on  your- 
fcl. 

Mifs  Lin.  Well,  ma^am,  as  a  proof  how  highly 
J  rate  it,  and  how  delirous  I  am  of  obeying  the 

commands 
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commands  of  my  parents,  it  fha'n't  be  my  fault 
if  their  wiihes  are  not  accompli  fhed. 

L.  Catb.  That's  aw  wright  now,  Kitty  :  Gi 
me  a  kifs  !  you  are  the  prudent  lafs  that  I 
thought  you.  Love,  Mel's,  is  a  paftime  for 
boys  and  green  girls  j  aw  fluff,  fit  for  nothing 
but  novels  and  romances  ;  there  is  nothing  folid, 
ria  liability. 

Mifs  Lin.  Madam  -  - 

L.  Catb.  But  to  fix  your  fortune  at  once,  ro 
get  above  the  power  o'  the  world,  that,,  child,- 
js  a  {erious  concern. 

Mrs.  Lin.  [without.]  With  your  lady/hip's 
leave  -- 

L.  Catb.  You  may  come  in,   Mrs.   Linnet  3 

Enter  Mrs.  Linnet. 

your  daughter  is  brought   to  a  proper  fenfe  of 
her  duty,  and  is  ready  to  coincide  with,  your 


Mrs.  Lin.  We  are  infinitely  bound  to  your 
ladyfhip  !  This  is  lucky,  indeed  !  Mr.  Flint  is 
now  below,  madam,  and  begs  to  be  admitted. 

L.  Catb.  Ah  !  the  mon  comes  in  the  nick  : 
Shew  him  in,  the  inftant.  [Exit  Mrs.  Lift. 

Now,  Kitty,  is  your  time  !  do  na  be  fhy,  lafs  j 
but  throw  out  aw  your  attractions,  and  fix  him 
that  he  canna  gang  back. 

Lin.  M«uiam,  I  hope  to  behave  - 

L  C«tb. 
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L.  Catb.  Gad's  mercy,  how  tjie  girl  trembles 
and  quakes !  Come,  pluck  up  a  heart,  and 
confider  your  aw  is  at  flake. 

Mifs  Lin.  I  am  afraid  I  fhall  be  hardly  able 
to  fay  a  fingle 

L.Catb.  Suppofe  then  you  fing;  gi  him  a 
fong ;  there  is  nothing  moves  a  love-fick  loon 
mair  than  a  fong — [Noife  'without.']  I  hear  the 
lad  on  the  flairs. — But  let  the  words  be  aw 
melting  and  foft :  The  Scotch  tunes,  you  ken, 
are  unco  pathetic  ;  fing  him  the  Brrks  of  Ender- 
may,  or  the  Braes  of  Balendine,  or  the  . 

Enter  Flint  and  Mrs.  Linnet. 

Maifler  Flint,  your  fervant !  There,  Sir,  you 
ken  the  lafs  of  your  heart :  I  have  laid  for  you 
a  pretty  folid  foundation ;  but  as  to  the  edifice, 
you  mufl  e'en  erect  it  yourfel.  [Exit. 

Flint.  Pleafe  your  ladyfhip,  I  will  do  my  en 
deavour. — Madam  Linnet,  I  have  made  bold 
to  bring  you  a  prefent,  a  fmall  paper  of  tea,  in 
my  pocket :  You  will  order  the  teakettle  on. 

Mrs.  Lin.  Oh,  Sir,  you  need  not  have 

Flint.  I  won't  put  you  to  any  expence. 

[Exit  Mrs.  Lin. 

Well,  Mifs ;  I  underfland  here  by  my  lady,  that 
fhe-— that  is,  that  you — with  refpect  and  regard 
to  the — all !  ah  !  won't  you  pleafe  to  bfc  featcd  ? 

[Reaches  two  cbar 
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Mifs  Lin.  Sir  ? — My  lover  feems  as  ccnfufed 
as  myfelf.  \Afide. 

Flint.  I  fay,  Mifs,  that  as  I  was  a-faying, 
your  friends  have  fpoke  to  you  all  how  and 
about  it. 

Mifs  Lin.  About  it !  about  what  ? 

Flint.  About  this  here  bufmefs  that  I  come 
about.  Pray,  Mifs,  are  you  fond  of  the  country  ? 

Mifs  Lin.  Of  the  country  ! 

Flint.  Ay :  Becaufe  why,  I  think  it  is  the  moft 
prettied  place  for  your  true  lovers  to  live  in  ; 
fomething  fo  rural !  For  my  part,  I  can't  fee 
what  pleafure  pretty  Mifies  can  take  in  gallop 
ing  to  plays,  and  to  balls,  and  fuch  expenfive 
vagaries ;  there  is  ten  times  more  paftime  in 
fetching  walks  in  the  fields,  in  plucking  of 
daifies 

Mifs  Lin.  Haymaking,  feeding  the  poultry, 
and  milking  the  cows. 

Flint.  Right,  Mils. 

Mifs  Lin.  It  inn  ft  be  own'd  they  are  pretty 
employments  for  ladies. 

Flint.  Yes ;  for  my  mother  ufed  to  fay,  who, 
between  ourfelves,  was  a  notable  houfewifc, 

Fools  that  are  idle, 

May  live  to  bite  the  bridle. 

Mifs  Lin.  What  a  happinefs  to  have  been  bred 
fo  prudent  a  parent ! 

Flint. 
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Flint.  Ay,  Mifs,  you  will  have  reafon  to  fay 
jfo  i  her  maxims  have  put  many  a  pound  into 
my  pocket. 

Mifs  Lin.  How  does  that  concern  me  ? 

flint.  Becaufe  why,   as  the  faying  is, 

Tho'  I  was  the  maker, 
You  may  be  the  partaker. 

Mifs  Lin.  Sir,  you  are  very  obliging. 

flint.  1  can  tell  you,  fuch  offers  are  not  every 
day  to  be  met  with ;  Only  think,  Mifs,  to  have 
victuals  and  drink  conftantly  found  you,  with 
out  coft  or  care  on  your  fide  !  efpecially,  now 
meat  is  fo  dear. 

Mifs  Lin.  Confiderations  by  no  means  to  be 
flighted. 

Flint.  Moreover,  that  you  may  live  and 
appear  like  my  wife,  I  fully  intend  to  keep  you 
a  coach. 

Mifs  Lin.  Indeed! 

Flint.  Yesj  and  you  fhall  command  the 
horfes  whenever  you  pleafe,  unlefs  during  the 
harveft,  and  when  they  are  employed  in  plow 
ing  and  carting  j  becaufe  the  main  chance  mud 
be  minded,  you  know. 

Mifs  Lin.  True,  true. 

Flint.  Though  I  don't  think  you  will  be 
vaftly  fond  of  coaching  about  j  for  why,  we  arc 

F  off* 
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off  of  the  turnpike,  and  the  floughs  are  deadly 
deep  about  we. 

Mifs  Lin.  What,  you  intend  to  refide  in  the 
country  ? 

Flint:  Without  doubt ;'  for  then,  you  know, 
Mifs,  I  fhall  be  fure  to  have  you  all  to  myfelf. 

Mifs  Lin.  An  affectionate  motive ! — But  even 
in  this  happy  (late,  where  the  moft  perfect  union 
prevails,  fome  folitary  hours  will  intrude.*  and 
the  time,  hov?  and  then,  hang  heavy  t>n  our 
hands. 

Flint.  What,  in  the  country,  rny  clear  Mifs? 
not  a  minute :  You  will  find  all  paftime  and 
jollity  there  ;  for  what  with  minding  the  dairy, 
dunning  the  tenants,  preferving  and  pickling, 
nurfing  the  children,  fcolding  the  fervants, 
rnencfing  zrnd  making,  roafting,  boiling,  and 
baking,  you  won't  have  a  moment  to  fpare ; 
you  will  be  merry  and*  happy  as  the  days  the/ 
are  long. 

Mifs  Lin.  I  am  afraid  the  days-  wiH  be  hardly 
long  enough  to  execute  fo  exteiifive  a  plan  of 
enjoyment. 

Flint.  Never  you  fear !  I  am  told,  Mifs, 
that  you  write  an  exceeding  good  hand. 

Mifs  Lin.  Pretty  well,  I  believe. 

Flint.  Then,  Mifs,  there  is  more  pleafure  in 
ftorej  for  you  ihay  employ  any  leifure  time 

that 
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that  you  have  in  being  my  clerk,  as  a  juftice  of 
peace :  You  fhall  fhare  fixpence  out  of  every 
^varrant,  to  buy  you  any  little  thing  tha:  you 
want. 

MifsLin.  That's  finely  imagined! — As  your 
enjoyments  are  chiefly  domeftic,  I  prefume  you 
havp  contrived  to  make  home  a$  convenient  as 
can  be:  You  have,  Sir,  good  gardens,  no  doubt? 

Flint.  Gardens  ?  ay,  ay :  Why,  before  th^ 
great  parlour  window  there  grows  a  couple  of 
yews,  as  tall  .as  a  mad  and  as  thick  as  a 
fleeplej  and  the  boughs  cad  fo  delightful  a 
fhade,  that  you  can't  fee  your  hand  in  any  part 
.of  the  room. 

Mifs  Lin.  A  mod  delicate  gloom ! 

flint.  And  then  there  conftantly  roods  in  the 
trees  a  curious  couple  of  owls  ;  which  I  won't 
fuffer  our  folks  to  {iifturb,  as  they  make  fp  rural 
a  noife  in  the  night 

JWjr/i  Lin.  A  raoft  charming  duet ! 

Flint.  And  befides,  Mifs,  they  pay  for  their 
lodgings,  as  they  are  counted  very  good 
moufers,  you  kno\v. 

Mifs&n.  True;  but  within  doors,  your 
manfion  is  capacious,  .and 

Flint.  Capacious  ?  yes,  yes;  capacious  enough: 
You  may  ilretch  your  legs  without  crofting  the; 
threfhold :  Why,  we  go  up  and  down  flairs  to 

F  2  every 
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every  room  of  the  houfe.  To  be  fure,,  at  prefenf, 
it  is  a  little  out  of  repair  -,  not  that  it  rains  in  (where 
the  cafements  are  whole)  at  above  five  or  fix 
places,  at  prefent. 

Mifs  Lin.  Your  profpects  are  pleafing  ? 

Flint.  From  off  the  top  of  the  leads-,  for  why, 
I  have  boarded  up  mod  of  the  windows,  in  order 
to  fave  paying  the  tax.  But  to  my  thinking,  our 
bed-chamber,  Mifs,  is  the  molt  pleafanteft  place 
in  the  houfe. 

Mifs  Lin.  Oh,  Sir,  you  are  very  polite. 

Flint.  No,  Mifs,  it  is  not  for  that  -,  but  you 
muft  know,  Mifs,  that  there  is  a  large  bow-win 
dow  facing  the  Eaft,  that  does  finely  for  drying 
of  herbs  :  It  is  hung  round  with  hatchments  ot" 
all  the  folks  that  have  died  in  the  family  j  anu\ 
then  the  pigeon-houfe  is  over  our  heads. 

Mifs  Lin.  The  pigeon-houfe  ? 

Flint.  Yes  ;  and  there,  every  morning,  we  fhaU 
be  wak'd  by  day-break  with  their  murmuring, 
cooing  and  courting,  that  will  make  it  as  fine  as 
can  be. 

Mifs  Lin.  Ravifhing  !  Well,  Sir,  it  muft  be 
confefs'd,  you  have  given  me  a  mod  bewitching 
picture  of  paftoral  life  :  your  place  is  a  perfect 
Arcadia  !  But  I  am  afraid  half  the  charms  are 
deriv'd  from  the  painter's  flattering  pencil, 

Flint.    Not  heigluen'd  a  bit,  as  yourielf  fhall 

be 
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be  judge.  And  then,  as  to  company,  Mifs,  you 
may  have  plenty  of  that  when  you  will  •,  for  we 
Jiave  as  pretty  a  neighbourhood  as  a  body  can 
wifh. 

Mifs  Lin.   Really? 

Flint.  There  is  the  widow  Kilderkin,  that 
keeps  the  Adam  and  Eve  at  the  end  of  the  town, 
quite  an  agreeable  body  !  indeed,  the  death  of 
her  hufband  has  drove  the  poor  woman  to  tipple 
a  bit  •,  Farmer  Dobbin's  daughters,  and  Dr.  Sur 
plice,  our  curate,  and  wife,  a  vait  convertible 
woman,  if  (lie  was  not  altogether  ib  deaf. 

Mifs  Lin.  A  very  fociable  fet !  Why,  Sir? 
placed  in  this  Paradife,  there  is  nothing  left  you 
to  wifh, 

Flint.  Yes,  Mifs,  but  there  is. 

Mifs  &n~  Ay  !   what  can  that  be  ? 

/•#;;/.  The  very  fame  that  our  grandfather  had ; 
to  have  a  beautiful  Eve  by  my  fide.  Could  1  lead 
the  lovely  Linnet  nothing  loath  to  that  bower— 

Mifs  Lin.  Oh,  excels  of  gallantry  ! 

Flint.  Would  her  fweet  breath  but  deign  to 
fcindie,  and  blow  up  my  hopes  ! 

Mifs  Lin.  Oh,  Mr.  Flint !  I  muft  not  fuff«j 
this,  for  your  fake  j  a  perfon  of  your  importance; 
and  rank 

Flint.  A  young  lady,  Mifs,  of  your  great  merit 
and  beauty- 

Miff 
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Mifs  Lin.  A  gentleman  fo  accomplifh'd  an,d 
rich 

Flint.  Whofe  perfections  are  nor  only  the  talk 
f)f  the  Bath,  but  of  Briftolj  and  the  whole  coua- 
try  round 

Mifs  Lin.  Oh,  Mr.  Flint,  this  is  too  much  ! 

Flint..  Her  goqclnefs,  her  grace,  her  duty,  her 
decency,  herwifdqrp  and  wit,  her  fliape,  ilim- 
neis  and  ftze,  with  her  lovely  black  eyes,  fo  ele- 
gant>  engaging,  fo  modeft,  ib  prudent,  fo  pious, 
and,  if  I  am  rightly  inform -d,  poire{led  of  a  fvveet 
pretty  pipe. 

Mrfs  Lin.    Thi$  is  fuch  a  profuficn • 

PMttt.  Permit  me>  Mils,  to  folicit  a  fpecimcot 
of  your  delicate  talents. 

Mifs  Lm.  Why,  Sir,  as  your  extravagant  com 
pliments  have  left  me  nothing  to  fay>  I  think  thcj 
^xrit  thing  I  c^n  dq  is  to  fyig. 

SONG. 

The  fmiling  morn,  the  breathing  fpring, 
Invites  the  tuneful  birds  to  fing-, 
And  as  tkey  warble  from  each  fpray, 
Love  melts  the  univerjal  lay,  &c. 

Flrnf.  Emrhanting  !  ravrfhing  founds  I  not  the 
Nine  Mules  themfelves,  nor  Mrs.  Baddeley,  is 
equal  to  you. 

Mifs  Lin.  Oh,  fy  « 

K; 


THE    MAID    OF    BATH.    3$ 

Flirt.  May  I  flatter  myfclf  that  the  words  of 
th*t  long  were  directed  to  me  ? 

Mifs  Lin.  Should  I  make  fuch  a  conftffion,  I 
fhould  ill  deferve  the  character  you  have  btcn 
plcas'd  to  beftow. 

Enter  Lady  Catharine  Goldftrcam* 

j  j 

L.  Catb.  Come,  come,  Maifter  Flint,  \"\\  fet 
your  hert  at  reft  in  the  irtftant :  You  ken  wrci 
enow,  lafies  are  apt  to  be  modtft  and  fhy ;  then 
take  her  anfwer  fra  me:  Prepare  the  miniftcr^ 
and  aw  the  reft  of  the  tackle,  and  you  will  find 
us  ready  to  gang  to  the  kirk. 

,F//»/.Mifs,may  I  rely  ort  what  her  ladyfllip  fays? 

L.  Cbtb.  Gad's  mercy  !  I  think  the  mon  is  be- 
uitch'd  !  he  wonna  take  a  woman  of  quality's 
word  for  fik  a  trilling  thing  as  a  wife. 

/'//w/.  Your  lady  (hip  will  impute  kail  to  my  fears. 
Then  1  will  ftraighc  fet  about  getting  the  needfuL 

L.  Cath.  Gang  your  gait  as  faft  as  you  lifL 

Flint.  Lord  blefs  us!  I  had  like  to  have  for- 
got — I  have,  pleafeyour  Ladyfhip^  put  up  here 
in  a  purfe  a  few  preftnts,  that  if  Mifs  would  but 
deign  to  accept 

L.  Catb.  Ah  !  that's  aw  wtight ;  quite  in  tire 
order  of  things :  As  maters  now  (land,  there  is, 
no  harm  in  her  accepting  cf  prefcnts  fra  you, 
Maifter  Flint  j  you  may  produce. 

Flint. 
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Flint.  Here  is  a  Porto-Belio  pocket-piece  of 
Admiral  Varnon,  with  his  image  a  one  fide,  and 
l.x  meh  of  war  only,  all  in  full  fail  oh  the  other — 

L.  Calb.  That's  a  curioiis  medallion  ! 

Flint.  And  here  is  a  half-crown  of  Queen 
Anne'sj  as  frtfh  as  when  it  came  out  from  the 
Mint :  I  have  refufed  two  and  eight-pence  for 
it,  a  hundred  times. 

L.Catb.  Yes,  yes;  it  is  in  very  fine  pfefervation; 

Flint.  In  this  here  paper,  there  are  two 
mourning-rings ;  thatj  which  my  aunt  Bother'em 
left  me,  might  ferve  very  well,  I  lliould  think^ 
for  the  approaching  happy  occafion. 

L.  Calb.  How  !   a  mourning 

Flint.  Becaufe  why,  the  motto's  To  pat ; 

True,  till  death 
Shall  flop  my  breath. 

L.  Catb.  Ay,  ay  j  that  contains  mickle  md* 
rality,  Mefs. 

Flint*  And  here  is,  fourthly,   a  filvcr  coral 

and  bells,   with  only  a  bit  bro',;-j  oft"  the  coral 

:i  I  was  cutting  my  grinders :    This  was 

given  me  by  my  godfather  Slingfoy ;  and  I  hope 

•will  be  in  ufe  again  before  the  year  comes  about. 

Z,.  Catb.  Na  doubt,  na  doubt !  Leave  that 
matter  to  us ;  I  warrant  we  impede  the  Flint 
family  from  fawing  into  oblivion. 

Flint. 
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Flint.  I  hope  fo:  I  fhould'be  glad  to  have  a 
fon  of  my  own,  if  fo  be,  but  to  leave  him  my 
fortune ;  becaufe  why,  at  prefent  there  is  no 
mortal  that  I  care  a  farthing  about. 

L.  Cath.  Quite  a  philofopher.  Then  difpatch, 
Maifter  Flint,  difpatch  !  for  you  ken,  at  your 
time  of  life,  you  hanna  a  moment  to  lofe. 

Flint.  True,  true.     Your  ladyfhip's  entirely 

*  devoted — Mifs,  I  am  your  moil  affectionate 

flave !  [Exit. 

L.  Cath.  A  faunzy  lad,  this  Maifter  Flint : 
You  fee,  Mefs,  he  has  a  meaning  in  aw  he  does. 

Mifs  Lin.  Might  I  be  permitted  to  alter  your 
ladyfhip's  words,  I  fhould  rather  fay,  meannefs. 

L.  Cath.  It  is  na  mickle  mater  what  the  mon 
is  at  prefent  j  wi  a  little  management,  you 
may  mould  him  into  any  form  that  you  lift. 

Mifs  L'n.  I  am  afraid  he  is  not  made  of  fuch 
pliant  materials :  But,  however,  I  have  too  far 
advanced  to  retire  j  the  die  is  caft !  I  have  no 
chance  now,  unlefs  my  Corydon  fhould  happen' 
to  alter  his  mind. 

L  Catb.  Na,  Mefs  j  there  is  na  danger  in 
that :  You  may  ken  the  treaty  is  concluded 
under  my  mediation  >  an  he  ffyould  dare  to  draw 
back,  Lady  Catharine  Coldftream  would  find 
means  to  punifh  his  perfidy. — Come  away, 
Mefs!  [Exeunt. 

G  ACT 
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ACT     III.        SCENE    T. 


The  Bear  Inn. 

Sir  Chrijlopher  Cripple,  Sour-Crout,   de 

Major  Rackett,  and  Poultice,  dif covered  fitting 
at  a  table. 

Sir  Chrijlopher  Cripple. 

WE  muft  take   care  that  Flint  does  not 
furprifc  us;  for  the  fcoundrel  is  very 
fufpicious. 

Rack.  There  is  no  danger  of  that ;   I  lodged 
him  fafely  at  Linnet's :    Button   ftaiids  centry 
at  the  end  of  the  ilreet ;    fo  that  we  fhall   be 
inftantly  apprifed  of  every  motion  he  makes. 
Paul.  Well  managed,  my  Major ! 

, 

Sir  Chr.  Yes,  yes ;  the  cunning  young  dog 
knows  very  well  what  he  is  about. 

Sour-Cr.  Upon  my  vord,  Major  Rackett 
has  very  fine  difpofition  to  make  a  figure  at 
de  head  of  de  army  ;  five  or  fix  German 
campaigns  will — Ah,  dat  is  de  belt  Ichool  in 
de  vorld  for  make  a  de  var. 

Sir  Chr.  Five  or  fix  German  campaigns ! 

Sour- 
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Sour-Cr.  Ay,  Chevalier;  vat  you  fay  to  dat  ? 

Sir  Chr.  O  Mynheer!  nothing  at  all :  A  Ger 
man  war,  for  aught  I  know,  may  be  a  very 
good  fchool ;  but  it  is  a  damned  expenfive 
education  for  us. 

De  Jar.  C'eft  vrai,  Chevalier;  dat  is  all 
true  ;  ce  pay  la,  dat  place  is  de  grave  for  de 
Frenchman  and  de  fine  Englifli  Guinea. 

Sir  Chr.  True,  Monfieur  ;  but  our  guineas 
are  rather  worfe  off  than  your  men,  for  they 
ftand  no  chance  of  rifing  again. 

De  Jar.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  dat  is  very  veil !  le 
Chevalier  have  beaucoup  d'efprit,  great  deal  of 
wit,  ma  foi. 

Rack.  I  think  the  Knight  is  in  luck.  But 
don't  let  us  lofe  fight  of  our  fubjetl !  You, 
Gentlemen,  are  all  prcpar'd,  perfect  in  the 
feveral  parts  you  are  to  play  ? 

All.  Ay,  ay. 

Rack.  You,  Mynheer  Sour-Crout  ? 

Sour-Cr.  I  underftand:  I  will  pique  his 
honour ;  de  pride  of  his  famille. 

Rack.  Right.     Poultice 

Pout.  I  will  alarm  him  on  the  fide  of  his 
health. 

Sir  Chr.  Next  to  his  money,  the  thing  in 
the  world  he  mod  minds. 

G    2  Rack. 
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Rack.  You,  de  Jarfey,  and  Button,  will 
employ  all  your  eloquence  on  the  prudential 
tide  of  the— Oh,  dear  Jarfey  !  here  is  a  draft 
for  the  pipe  of  Port  that  I  promis'd. 

De  Jar.   Dat  is  right. 

Rack.  The  only  receipt  to  get  bawds,  bo 
roughs,  or  Frenchmen.  \_AfideJ] — Oh,  here 
Billy  comes. 

Enter  Button. 

Well,  Billy  !  what  news  ? 

Button.  I  am  vaft  afraid  all  matters  are  con* 
eluded  at  laft. 

Rack.  Ay  !  prithee  why  fo  ? 

Button.  Becaufe  why,  in  ten  minutes  after  you 
went,  out  bolted  the  Squire,  and  hurry-icurncd 
a, .ay  to  layer  Lattitat's,  who,  you  know,  arrefts 
his  t-rnants,  and  does  all  his  concarns. 

Rack.  True:  Well— 

Button.  I  fuppofe,  to  gif  him  orders  about 
drawing  up  the  writings. 

Sir  Chr.  Not  unlikely.  But  you  think  Flint 
will  come  to  the  club  ? 

Button.  There  is  no  manner  of  doubt  of  it ; 
bccaufe  why,  he  holloo'd  to  me  from  over  the 
way,  "  What,  Billy,  I  fuppofe  you  are  bound 
"  to  the  Bear :  Well,  boy,  I  mall  be  hard  at 

':  your 
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'•  your  heels ;"  and  he  feem'd  in  prodigious  vaft 
fpirits. 

Rack.  I  am  miftakeh  if  we  don't  lower  them 
a  little.  Well,  Gentlemen,  the  time  of  aclion 
draws  near.  Knight,  we  muft  decamp. 

Sir  C/ir.   When  you  will. 

Rack.  I  think,  Sir  Chriftopher,  you  lodge 
in  the  fame  houfe  with  the  Linnets  ? 

Sir  Chr.  Juft  over  their  heads. 

Rack.  Then  thither  we'll  go.  Ten  to  one, 
if  our  plot  operates  as  I  expeft,  the  hero  will 
return  to  their  houfe. 

Sir  Chr.  Mo  ft  likely. 

Rack.  We  are  come  to  a  crifis,  and  the 
cataftrophe'  of  our  piece  can't  be  very  far  off. 

Sir  Chr.  I  wifh,  like  other  plays,  it  don't  end 
in  a  marriage. 

Rack.  Then  fhall  I  be  moft  confoundedly 
bit.  But  come,  Knight ! 

Sir  Chr.  Rot  you  !  I  do  as  faft  as  I  can. — I 
can't  think,  Rackett,  what  the  deuce  makes 
thee  fo  warm  in  this  bufmefs ;  there  is  cer 
tainly  fomething  at  the  bottom  that  I  don't 
comprehend.  But  do,  Major,  have  pity  on  the 
poor  girl:  Upon  my  foul,  me  is  a  fweet  little 
fyren  !  fo  innocent  and 

Rack.  Pho,  pho !  don't  be  abfurd  !  I  thought 
that  matter  had  been  fully  explain'd.  This, 

Knight, 
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Knight,  is  no  time  to  look  back;  but  fuppofe 
now  I  fhould  have  a  little  mifchief  in  hand— 

Sir  Chr.  How  !  of  what  kind  ? 

Rack.  "  Be  innocent  of  the  knowledge,  deareft 
Knight,  till  done,  and  then  applaud  the  deed!" 

Sir  Chr.  It  is. very  extraordinary,  Major 
Rackett,  if  you  are  determined  to  make  the 
devil  a  vifit,  that  you  can't  pay  it  alone;  or,  if 
you  muft  have  company,  what  a  pox  makes 
you  think  of  fixing  on  me  ? 

Rack.  Hey-day !  ha,  ha,  ha !  What,  in  the 
vapours  again  ?  we  muft  have  fome  more 
punch. 

Sir  Chr.  You  are  miftaken ;  that  won't  have 
power  to  change  the  ftate  of  my  mind :  My 
rcfolves  are  too  firm 

Rack.  And  who  wifhes  to  break  them  ?  I 
only  afk  your  afliitance  to-night ;  and  your 
reformation,  you  recoiled,  don't  begin  'till 
tomorrow. 

Sir  Chr.  That's  true,  indeed  :  But  no  hu 
man  power  mall  prevail  on  me  to  put  it  off  any 
longer  than  tomorrow. 

Rack.  Or  the  next  day  at  furthefl. 

Sir  Chr.  May  I  be  damn'd  if  I  do  ! 

[Exeunt  Rack,  and  Sir  Chr. 

Poiil.  Come,  lads,  light  your  pipes !    Which 

of  us  fhall  be  Hrft  to  attack  ?  Billy 

Button* 
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Button.  Won't  it  be  rather  too  bold  for  me  to 
begin  ? 

Poul.  Then  let  us  leave  it  to  chance. — Ilufli! 
I  hear  him  lumbering  in!  compofe  your  looks; 
let  his  reception  be  folemn  and  grave. 

Button.  Leave  that  chair  for  him. 

Enter  Flint. 

Flint.  How  fares  it,  my  lads? — -Well,,  boys, 
matters  are  fettled,  at  lalt ;  the  little  Kate  has 
complied,  and  tomorrow  is  fix'd  for  the  day. 

Poul.  You  have  fettled  it  then  ? 

Flint.  As  firm  as  a  rock. 

Poul.  So  you  can't  retreat,  if  you  would  ? 

Flint.  Retreat!   I  have  no  fuch  defign. 

Poul.  You  ha'n't  ? 

Flint.  No,  to  be  fure,  you  great  fool !  What 
the  deuce'would  Poultice  be  at  ? 

Poul.  Nay  then,  neighbours,  what  we  have 
been  faying  will  juft  fignify  nothing. 

Flint.  Saying  ?  why,  you  have  not  heard — 
that  is,  nobody . 

Poul.  No,  nothing  very  material — only— 
but  as  the  matter  is  carried  fo  far 

Flint.  So  far  ?  why,  1  hope  you  have  not 
;  found  out  any  flaw  !   Kitty  has  not 

Poul.  No,  no  ;  nothing  of  that ;  no,  upon 
my  word !  I  believe,  a  very  modeft,  prudent, 
good  girl,  neighbour. 

AIL 
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All.  No  manner  of  doubt* 

Flint.  Well  then  ?  but  what  a  plague  is  the 
meaning  of  this?  you  all  fit  as  filent  and  glum — 
why,  can't  you  fpeak  out,  with  a  pox  ? 

Paul.  Why,  Squire,  as  we  are  all  your  fix'd 
friends,  we  have  been  canvalfing  this  matter 
amongft  us. 

Flint.  You  have  ? 

Paul.  Marriage,  you  know  very  well,  is  no 
trifling  affair;  too  much  caution  and  care  can't 
be  us'd. 

Flint.  That  I  firmly  believe,  which  has  made 
me  defer  it  fo  long. 

Paul.  Pray  lend  me  your  hand !  how  is  the 
ftate  of  your  health  ?  do  you  find,  yourfelf 
hearty  and  llrong  ? 

Flint.  I  think  fo  ;  that  is,  I — you  ha'n't 
obferv'd  any  bad  fymptoms  of  late  ? 

Poul.  No;  but  you  us'd  to  have  pains  flying 
about  you. 

Flint.  Formerly ;  but  fince  I  have  fix'd  my 
gout  to  a  fit,  they  are  gone:  that,  indeed,  lays 
me  up  for  four  or  five  months  in  a  year. 

Poul.  A  pretty  long  fpell :  And,  in  fuch  a 
cafe,  now,  do  you  think  that  marriage 

Flint.  The  mod  heft  receipt  in  the  world  : 
Why,  that,  man.  was  one  of  my  motives : 
Wives,  you  know,  arc  ailow'd  to  make  very 
good  nurfes. 

Poul. 
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Paul.  That,  indeed 

Flint.  Ay;  and  then  they  are  always  at  hand  ; 
and,  befules,  they  don't  coft  one'a  farthing. 

Poul.  True,  true.  Why,  you  look  very 
jolly,  and  frefh  ;  does  not  he  ? 

All.  Exceedingly. 

Poul.  Yet  he  can't  be  lefs  than — let  me  fee ! 
Wasn't  you  under  old  Syntax  at  Wells  ? 

flint.  He  died  the  year  I  left  fchool. 

Poul.  That  muft  be  a  good  forty  years  fmce. 

flint.  Come  fhcep-fhearing  next. 

Poul.  Then,  Squire,  you  are  hard  upon 
fixty. 

flint.  Not  far  away,   M  after  Poultice. 

Foul.  And  Mifs  Linnet — fixteen :  You  arc 
a  bold  mao!  Not  but  there  are  inftances, 
where  men  have  furvived  many  years  fuch 
diiproportionate  marriages  as  thefe. 

Flint.  Surviv'd  !  and  why  fhould  they  not  ? 

Poul.  But  then  their  flamina  muft  be  pro- 
digioufly  ftrong. 

Flint.  Stamina ! 

Poul.  Let  us  fee,  Button !  there  was  Dr. 
Dotage,  that  married  the  Dcvonfliire  girl. ;  he 
had  a  matter  of 

Button.  No,  no  ;  he  dropped  off  in  fix 
months. 

Poul.  True,  true  ;    I  had  forgot. 
H 
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Flint.  Lord  have  mercy  ! 

Button.  Indeed,  an  old  matter  of  mine,  Sir 
Harry  O'Tuff,  is  alive,  and  walks  about  to 
this  day. 

Flint.  Hey! 

Paul.  But  you  forget  where  Sir  Harry  wa* 
born,  and  how  foon  his  lady  eloped. 

Button.  In  the  honey-moon;  with  Captain 
Pike,  of  the  guards  :  I  mind  it  full  well. 

Poul.  That,  indeed,  alters  the  cafe. 

Flint.  Well,  but,  Billy,  you  are  not  ferious 
in  this  ?  you  don*t  think  there  is  any  dagger  of 
death  ? 

Button.  As  to  the  matter  of  death,  the  Doc 
tor  knows  better  than  I,  becaufe  why,  that 
lies  in  his  way  :  But  I  mail  never  forget  Colonel 
Crazy,  one  of  the  beft  cuftomers  that  ever  I 
had;  I  never  think  of  him  without  dropping  a 
tear. 

Flint.  Why  ?  what  WAS  the  matter  with  him  ? 

Button.  Married  Lady  Barbary  Bonnie,  as  k 
might  be  about  midnight  on  Monday — • — 

Flint.   Well? 

Bittton.  But  never  more  faw  the  fwcet  face 
of  the  fun. 

Flint.  What !  did  he  die  ? 

Button.  Within  an  hour  after  throwing  the 


flocking* 


Flint. 
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Flint.  Good  Lord!  that  \\ as  dreadful  indeed! 
Of  what  age  might  he  be  ? 

Button.  About  your  time  of  life. 

Flint.  That  is  vaftly  alarming.  Lord  blefs 
me,  Bill,  I  am  all  of  a  tremble! 

Button.  Ay,  truly,  it  behoves  your  honour 
to  confider  \vhat  you  are  about. 

Flint.  True. 

Button.  Then,  what  a  world  of  money  muft 
go!  running  forwards  and  backwards  to  town, 
and  jaunting  to  fee  all  the  fine  fights  in  the 
place 

flint.  I  fha'n't  take  her  to  many  of  them : 
perhaps  I  may  (hew  her  the  Parliament-houfe, 
the  plays,  and  Boodles,  and  Bedlam,  and  my 
Lord-Mayor,  and  the  lions. 

Button.  And  then  the  vaft  heap  of  fine  cloaths 
vou  muft  make 

3 

Flint.  What  occafion  for  that  ? , 

Button.  As  you  ar'n't  known,  there  is  no 
doing  without;  becaufe  why,  every  body  pafTes 
there  for  what  they  appears. 

Flint.  Right,  Billy ;  but  I  believe  I  have 
found  out  a  way  to  do  that  pretty  cheap. 

Button.  Which  way  may  be  that  ? 

Flint.  You  have  feen  the  miniitcr  that's  come 
down  to  tack  us  together 

Button.  I  have :  Js  he  a  fine  man  in  the  pul 
pit? 

H  2  Flint, 
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Flint.  He  don't  care  much  to  meddle  with 
that ;  but  he  is  a  prodigious  patriot,  and  a  great 
politician  to  boot. 

Button.  Indeed  ? 

Flint.  And  lie  has  left  behind  him,  at  Paris, 
a  choice  collection  of  curious  rich  cloaths, 
which  he  has  promised  to  fell  me  a  pennorth. 

Poul.  Pho !  what  Billy  talks  of  are  trifles  to 
the  evils  you  are  to  expect :  To  have  a  young 
£irl  break  in  upon  all  your  old  ways;  your 
afternoon's  nap  interrupted,  and  perhaps  not 
fuffer'd  to  take  your  pipe  of  a  night 

Flint.  No? 

Poul.  All  your  former  friends  forbidden 
your  houfe- — •— 

Flint.  The  fewer  comes  in,  the  Icfs  will  go 
out:  I  fha'n't  be  very  forry  for  that. 

Poul.  To  make  room  for  her  own  numerous 
clan 

Flint.  Not  a  foul  of  them  fhall  enter  the 
doors. 

Poul.  A  brood  of  babes  at  your  board,  whofe 
fathers  (he  herfelf  won't  find  it  eafy  to  name 

Flint.  To  prevent  that,  I'll  lock  her  up  in  a 
room. 

Poul.  The  King's-Bench  will  break  open  the 
door. 

Flint.  Then  I'll  turn  her  out  of  the  houfe. 
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Poul.  Then  her  debts  will  throw  you  into  a 
gaol. 

Flint.  Who  told  you  fo  ? 

Poul.  A  dozen  of  proftors, 

Flint.  Then  I  will  hang  fnyftTf  out  of  the 
way. 

Poul.  So  fhe  will  become  pofleffed  of  her 
jointure,  and  her  creditors  forcclofe  your  etlate. 

Flint.  What  a  miferable  poor  toad  is  a  huf«- 
band,  whofe  misfortunes  not  even  death  can 
relieve ! 

Button.  Think  of  that,  Squire,  before  it  be 
too  late. 

Flint.  Well,  but,  friends,  neighbours,  what 
the  deuce  can  I  do  ?  Are  you  all  of  a  mind  ? 

De  Jar.  All,  all ;  dere  is  no  queftion  at  al!.- 
What,  a  garfon  of  your  antient  famille,  to 
take  up  with  a  pauvre  petite  bourgoife  a  ? 

Flint.  Does  that  never  happen  in  France  ? 

De  Jar.  Never,  but  when  Monfieur  de 
£aron  is  very  great  beggar,  and  do  bourgoile 
has  (himn'd  deal  de  guinea. 

Poul.  That  is  none  of  our  cafe. 

Flint.  No,  no. — Mynheer,  do  your  people 
riever  make  up  fuch  matches  ? 

Sour-Cr.  Kever,  never:  What!  a  German 
flifhonour  his  (lock!  Why,  Mefter  Flint,  fhould 
Miilrefs  Linnet  bring  you  de  children  for  de 

ten 
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ten  generations  to  come,    they  could  not  be 
chofe  de  Canons  de  Strasbourg. 

Flint.  -No  ? 

Pmtl.  So,  Squire,  take  it  which  way  you 
will,  wliat  dreadful  danger  you  run^ 

flint.  1  do. 

Poul.  Lofs  of  friends 

Button.  Pipe  and  afternoon's  nap 

Sour-Cr.  Your  famille  gone  to  de  dogs . 

DC  jfar.  Your  peace  of  mind  to  de  devil — 

Poul.  Your  health 

Button.  Your  wealth 

PouL  Plate,   money,   and  manors  — . 

AIL  Your 

Flint.  Enough,  dear  neighbours,  enough ! 
I  feel  it,  I  feel  it  too  well !  Lord  have  mercy, 
what  a  mifcrable  fcrape  am  I  in  !  And  here  too, 
not  an  hour  ago,  it  cofl  me  the  Lord  knows 
what  in  making  her  prefents. 

PouL  Never  mind  that;  you  had  better  part 
with  half  you  are  worth  in  the  world. 

Flint.  True,  true. — Well  then,  I'll  go  and 
break  off  all  matters  this  minute. 

Poul.  The  wifefl  thing  you  can  do. 

Buttnn.  The  fooner  the  better. 

Flint.  No  doubt,  no  doubt  in  the— And 
yet.  Button,  fhe  is  a  vaft  pretty  girl :  I  (hould 
be  heartily  forry  to  lofe  her.  Doft  think  one 

could 
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could  not  get  her  on  eafier  terms  than  on 
marriage  ? 

Button.  It  is  but  trying,   however. 

Flint.  To  tell  truth,  Billy,  I  have  always 
had  that  in  my  head;  and,  at  all  events,  I 
have  thought  of  a  projeft  that  will  anfvver  my 
purpofc. 

Button.  Ay,  Squire  !   what  is  it  ? 

flint.    No    matter.  —  And,     do    you   hear, 


Billy  ?  fliould  I  get  her  confent,  if  you 
take  her  off  my  hands,  and  marry  her  when  I 
begin  to  grow  tired,  I'll  fettle  ten  pounds 
a-year  upon  you,  for  both  your  lives. 

Button.  Without  paying  the  taxes  ? 

Flint.  That  matter  we  will  talk  of  hereafter. 

[Exit. 

Poul.   So,  fo  !  we  have  fettled  this  bufinefo, 
, 
however. 

Button.  No  more  thoughts  of  his  taking  a 
wife, 

.H 

Poul.  He  would  fooner  be  tied  to  a  gibbet. 
But,  Billy,  ftep  after  him  (they  will  let  you  in 
at  Sir  Chriftopher  Cripple's)  and  bring  us, 
Bill,  a  faithful  account. 

Button.  I  will,  I  will.  But  where  fhall  you  be? 

Poul.  Above,  in  the  Phoenix  ;  we  won't  ftir 
out  of  the  houfe*  But  be  very  exaft  ! 

Button.  Never  fear.  [Exeunt. 

A  Cham" 
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A  Chamber1. 

Mifs  Linnet  alone. 

Mifs  Lin.  Heigh-ho !  what  a  facrifice  am  I 
going  to  make  !  but  it  is  the  will  of  thofe  who 
liave  a  right  to  all  my  obedience ;  and  to  that 
I  will  fubmit. — [Loud  knocking  at  the  door."] 
Blefs  me  !  who  can  that  be  at  this  time  of 
night  ? — Our  friends  may  err ;  and  projects, 
the  mod  prudentially  pointed,  may  mtfs  of 
their  aim  :  But  age  and  experience  demand 
refpeft  and  attention,  and  the  undoubted  kind- 
fiefs  of  our  parents'  defigns  claims,  on  our  part, 
at  lead  a  grateful  and  ready  compliance. 

Enter  Nancy. 

Mifs  Lin.   Nancy,  who  was  that  at  the  door  ? 

Nancy.  Mr.  Flint,  Mifs,  begs  the  favour  of 
fpeaking  five  words  to  you. 

Mifs  Lin.  I  was  in  hopes  to  have  had  this 
night  at  lead  to  myfelf. — Where  is  my  mother? 

Nancy.  In  the  next  room,  with  Lady  Ca 
tharine,  corifulting  about  your  cloaths  for  the 
morning. 

Miji  Lin.  He  is  here. — Very  well ;  you 
g<>.,  [Exit  Nancy. 

Enter 
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Enter  Flint. 

Flint.  She  is  alone,  as  I  wifhed. — Mifs,  I 
beg  pardon  for  intruding  at  this  time  of  night : 
But 

Mifs  Lin.  Sir! 

Flint.  You  can't  wonder  that  I  defire  to  enjoy 
your  good  company  every  minute  I  can. 

Mifs  Lin.  Thofe  minutes  a  fhort  fpace  will 
place,  Mr.  Flint,  in  your  power :  If  'till  then 
you  had  permitted  me  to 

Flint.  Right.  But,  to  fay  truth,  I  wanted 
to  have  a  little  ferus  talk  with  you  of  how  and 
about  it.  I  think,  Mifs,  you  agree,  if  we 
marry,  to  go  off  to  the  country  directly. 

Mifs  Lin.  If  we  marry  ?  is  it  then  a  matter 
of doubt  ? 

Flint.  Why,  I  will  tell  you,  Mifs:  With, 
regard  to  myfelf,  you  know,  I  am  one  of  the 
mod  antienteft  families  in  all  the  country 
found 

Mifs  Lin.  Without  doubt. 

Flint.  And  as  to  money  and  lands,  in  thefc 
parts,  I  believe,  few  people  can  match  me. 

Mifs  Lin*  Perhaps  not. 

Flint.  And  as  to  yourfclf,  (I  don't  fpeak  in  a 
difparaging  way)  your  friends  are  low  folks, 
and  your  fortune  ju  ft  nothing  at  all. 

I 
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Mifs  Lin.  True,  Sir :  But  this  is  no  new 
difcovery ;  you  have  known  this 

Fliht.  Hear  me  out.  Now  as  I  bring  all 
thefe  good  things  on  my  fide,  and  you  have 
nothing  to  give  me  in  return  but  your  love,  I 
ought  to  be  pretty  fure  of  the  pofieffion  of 
that. 

Mifs  Lih.  I  hope  the  properly  difcharging  all 
the  duties  of  that  condition,  which  I  am  fliortly 
to  owe  to  your  favour,  will  give  you  convincing 
proofs  of  my  gratitude. 

Flint.  Your  gratitude,  Mifs !  but  we  talk  of 
your  love  !  and  of  that  I  muft  have  plain  and 
pofitive  proofs. 

Mifs  Lin.  Proofs  !   of  what  kind  ? 

Flint.  To  fteal  away  directly  with  me  to  my 
lodgings 

Mifs  Lin.  Your  lodgings  ! 

Flint.  There  pafs  the  night;  and  in  the 
morning,  the  very  minute  we  rife,  We  will 
march  away  to  the  Abbey. 

Mifs  Lin.  Sir ! 

Flint.  In  fhorr,  Mift,  I  miift  have  this  token 
of  your  love,  or  not  a  iyllable  more  of  the 
marriage. 

Mijs  Liu.  Give  me  patience ! 

Flint.  Come,  Mifs!  we  have  not  a  moment  to 
Ifcfe  >  the  coaft  is  clear :  Should  fomebody 

corne, 
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come,  you  will  put  it  out  of  my  power  to  do 
what  I  defign. 

Mifs  Lin.  Power  ?  Hands  off,  Mr.  Flint ! 
Power  ?  I  promife  you,  Sir,  you  fhall  neyer 
have  me  in  your  power  ! 

Flint.  Hear,  Mifs-! 

Mifs  Lin.  Defpicable  wretch  !  From  what  part 
of  my '  character  could  your  vanity  derive  a 
hope  that  I  would  fubmit  to  your  infamous 
purpofe  ? 

Flint.  Don't  be  in  a 

Mijs  Lin,  To  p.ut  principle  out  of  the  quef- 
tion,  not  a  creature  that  had  the  leaft  tincture 
of  pdde  could  fall  a  victim  to  fuch  a  con 
temptible 

Flint.  Why,   but,  Mifs 

Mifs  Lin.  It  is  true,  in  compliance  with  the 
earned  requeft  of  my  friends,  I  had  confented 
tp  facrifice  my  peace  to  their  pleafure ;  and, 
though  reluctant,  would  have  given  you  my 
hand. 

Flint.  Vaftly  well ! 

Mifs  Lin.  What  motive,  but  obedience  to 
them,  could  I  have  had  in  forming  an  union 
with  you  ?  Did  you  prefume  I  was  ftruck  with 
your  perfonal  merit,  or  think  the  fordidnefs  of 
your  mind  and  manners  would  tempt  me  ? 
'  Flint.  Really,  Mifs,  this  is  carrying - 
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that  we  hear?  A  fweet  fwain  this,  to  tempt  a 
virgin  toiin  !  Why,  Oki  Nick  lias  made  a  mil- 
take  here — he  ufcd  to  be  more  expert  in  his  angling 
—for  what  female  on  earth  can  be  got  to  catch 
at  this  bait  ? 

Z..  Catb.  Haud,  haud  you,  Sir  Chriftopher, 
Cripple !  let  Maifter  Flint  and  I  have  a  fhort  con 
ference  upon  the  occafion. — I  find,  Maifter  Flint, 
you  ha  made  a  little  miftake ;  but  marriage  will 
let  aw  matters  right  i'  the  inftant:  I  fuppofe 
you  perfevere  to  gang  wi  Mel's  to  kirk  in  the 
ipornrng. 

flint.  No,  madam ;  nor  the  evening  neither, 

L.  Catb,  Mercy  a  Gad  !  what,  do  you  refuftj  tQ 
ratify  the  preliminaries  ? 

flint,  I  don't  fay  that  neither. 

Sir  Chr.  Then  name  the  time  in  which  yoq 
will  fulfil  them  :  A  week  ? 

L.  Catb.  A  fortnight  ? 

Mrs.  Lin.  A  month  ? 

riint.    I  won't  be  bound  to  no  time. 

Rack.  A  rafcally  evafion  of  his,  to  avoid  an 
a6lion  at  law. 

Sir  Cbr,  Rut,  perhaps,  he  may  be  difappointed 
in  that. 

L.  Catb.  Well,  but,  Maifter  Flint,  are  you 
willing  to  make  Mefs  a  pecuniary  acknowledg 
ment  for  the  damage  ? 

Flint. 
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Flint.  I  have  done  her  no  damage,  and  I'll 
make  no  reparation. 

Rack.  Twelve  honeft  men  of  your  country 
may  happen  to  differ  in  judgment. 

Flint.  Let, her  try,  it  me  will. 

Sir  Chr.  And  I  promife  you  (he  faaVt  be  to 
feek  for  the  means. 

L.  Catb.  If  you  be  nae  afraid  o*  the  laws,  ha 
you  nae  fenfe  o'  fhame  ? 

Rack.  He  fcnfe  of  fhame  ? 

L.  Cath.  Gad's  wull,  itlha*  cum  to  the  proof: 
You  mun  ken,  gued  folk,  at  Edinbrugh,  laiit 
winter,  I  got^acquainted  with  Maiiler  Foote,  the 
play-actor:  I  wull  get  him  to  bring  the  filthy 
kxjn  on  the  ftage 

Sir  Cbr.  And  expofc  him  to  the  contempt  of 
the  world  j  he  richly  defer ves  it. 

Flint,  Ay*  he  may  write,  you  may  rail,  and 
the  people  may  liifs,  and  what  care  I  ?  I  have 
that  at  home  that  will  keep  up  my  fpirits 

L.  Cath.  At  hams  ? 

Rack.  The  wretch  means  his  money. 

Flint.  And  what  better  friend  c:m  any  man 
have  ?  tell  me  the  place  where  its  influence  rails  ? 
a(k  that  gentleman  how  he  got  his  cockade. 
Money  !  I  know  its  worth,  and  therefore  can't 
too  carefully  keep  it :  At  this  very  inilant  I  have 
a  proof  of  its  value;  it  enables  me  to  laugh  at 

iliac 
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that  fqueamifh  impertinent  girl,  and  defpife  the 
•weak  efforts  of  your  impotent  malice  :  Call  me 
forth  to  your  courts  when  you  pleafe  ;  that  will 
procure  me  able  defenders,  and  good  witnefics 
too,  if  they  are  wanted.  [Exif. 

Sir  Chr.  Now  therms  a  fellow  that  will  never 
reform  ! 

Rack.  You  had  better  let  him  alone  -,  it  is  in 
vain  to  expect  juftice  or  honour  from  him  :  What 
a  mod  contemptible  cur  is  a  mifer  ! 

Sir  Chr.  Ten  thoufand  times  worfe  than  a  high- 
wavman  :  That  poor  devil  only  pilfers  from  Peter 
or  Paul,  and  the  money  is  icattered  as  ibon  as 
received  •,  but  the  wretch  that  accumulates  for 
the  fake  of  fecreting,  annihilates  what  was  in 
tended  for  the  ule  of  the  world,  and  is  a  robber 
of  the  whole  human  race. 

Rack.   And  of  himfclf  into  the  bargain. 

9 

Button.  For  all  the  world  like  a  magpie  j  he 
fteals  for  the  mere  pleafure  of  hiding. • 

Rack.  Well  obferved,  little  Bill. 

Button.  Why,  he  wanted  to  bring  me  into  his 
plot  •,  yes  •,  he  made  propofab  for  me  to  marry 
Mifs  after  his  purpofe  was  Icrved 

Sir  Chr.  How  ! 

Button.  But  he  was  out  in  his  man  !  let  him 
give  his  cart  cloaths  to  his  coachman  i  Billy 
Button  can  afford  a  new  iuit  of  his  own. 

Rack. 
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Rack.  I  don't  doubt  it  at  all. 

Button.  Fellow  !  I  am  almoft  refolved  never 
to  fet  another  flitch  for  him  as  long  as  I  live. 

Sir  Cbr.  Right,  Button,  right;.  But  where  is 
Mifs  Kitty  ? — Come  hither,  my  chicken !  Faith, 
I  am  heartily  glad  you  are  rid  of  this  fcoundrel ; 
and  if  fuch  a  crippled  old  fellow  as  I  was 
worthy  your  notice — But,  hold,  Kate  !  there  is 
another  chap  I  muft  guard  you  again  11 

Mifs  Lin.  Another,  Sir  !   who  ? 

Sir  Cbr.  Why,  this  gentleman. 

Rack.  Me? 

Sir  Cbr.  Ay,  you  :  Come,  come,  major,  don't 
think  you  can  impofe  upon  a  cunning  old  fportf- 
man  like  me. 

Rack.  Upon  my  foul,  Sir  Chriflopher,  you 
make  me  blufh. 

Sir  Cbr.  Oh,  you  are  devilifh  modeft,  I  know  ! 
But  to  come  to  the  trial  at  once :  I  have  fome 
reafon  to  believe,  major,  you  are  fond  of  this 
girl ;  and,  that  her  want  of  fortune  mayn't  plead 
your  excufe,  I  don't  think  I  can  better  begin  my 
plan  of  reforming  than  by  a  compliment  paid  to 
her  virtue  :  Then,  take  her,  and  with  her  two 
thoufand  guineas  in  hand. 

Mrs.  Lin.  How,  Sir  ! 

Sir  Chr.  And  expect  another  good  fpell,  when 
Monfieur  lc  Fevre  lets  me  free  from  the  gout. 

K  Button. 
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Button.  Pleafe  your  worfhip,  I'll  accept  her 
with  half 

L.  Cafb.  Gi  me  leave,  Sir  Chriftopher,  to 
throw  in  the  wedow's  mite  on  the  happy  occafion : 
The  bride's  garment,  and  her  dinner,  fhall  be 
furnifhed  by  me. 

Sir  Cbr.  Cock-a-leeky  foup  ! 

L.  Cath.  Sheep's  head  finge'd,  and  haggies  in. 
plenty. 

Sir  Cbr.  Well  faid,  Lady  Catharine. 

Mijs  Lin.  How,  Sir,  (hall  I  acknowledge  this 
goodnefs  ? 

Sir  Cbr.  By  faying  nothing  about  it. — Well, 
Sir !  we  wait  your  anfwer. 

Rack.  I  think  the  lady  might  firft  be  confulted : 
I  mould  be  forry  a  frefli  profecution  mould  follow 
fo  faft  on  the  heels  of  the 

Sir  Cbr.  Come,  come,  no  trifling  \  your  refo- 
lution  at  once. 

Rack.  I  receive,  then,  your  offer  with  pleafure. 

Sir  Cbr.   Mifs  ! 

Mifs  Lin.  Sir,  there  is  a  little  account  to  be  firfl 
fettled  between  this  gentleman  and  an  old  unhappy 
acquaintance  of  mine. 

Sir  Cbr.  Who  ? 

Mifs  Lin.  The  major  can  guefs — the  unhappy 
Mifs  Prim. 

Sir  Cbr.  You  fee,  major,  your  old  fins  are 
rifing  in  judgment. 

Rack. 
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Rack.  I  believe,  madam,  I  can  fatisfy  that. 

Mifs  Lin.  I  flia'n't  give  you  the  trouble.—- 
But  firft,  let  me  return  you  all  my  moil  grateful 
thanks  for  your  kind  intentions  towards  me  :  I 
Jknow  your  generous  motives,  and  feel  their  value, 
I  hope,  as  I  ought ;  but  might  I  be  permitted 
to  chufe,  I  beg  to  remain  in  the  ftation  I  am :  My 
little  talents  have  hitherto  received  the  publick 
protection,  nor,  whilft  1  continue  to  deferve,  am 
J  the  Icaft  afraid  of  lofing,  my  patrons.  [Exeunt. 
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Written  by  R.  C  U  M  B  E  R  L  A  N  D,  Efq. 
Spoken  by  Mrs.  JEWELL. 

CO  N  F I D I N  G  in  the  juftice  of  the  place, 
To  you  The  Maid  of  Bath  fubmits  her  cafe : 
Wrong'd,  and  defeated  of  three  feveral  fpoufes, 
She  lays  her  damages  for  nine  full  houfes. 
Well,  Sirs,  you've  heard  the  parties,  pro  and  con. 
Do  the  pro's  carry  it  ?  (hall  the  fuit  go  on  ? 
Speak  hearts  for  us  !  to  therti  we  make  appeal : 
Tell  us  no/  what  you  think,  but  what  you  feel : 
Aft  us,  why  bring  a  private  caufi^to  view? 
We  anfwer  with  a  figh — becaufe  'tis  true : 
For  tho'  invention  is  our  Poet's  trade, 
Here  he  but  copies  parts  which  others  play'd. 
For  on  a  ramble,  late  one  ftarry  night, 
With  Afmodeo,  his  familiar  fprite, 
High  on  the  wing,  by  his  conductor's  fide, 
This  guilty  fcene  the  indignant  Bard  defcried  j 
Soaring  in  air,  his  ready  pen  he  drew, 
And  dafh'd  the  glowing  fatire  as  he  flew : 
For  in  thefe  rank  luxuriant  times,  there  needs 
Some  ftrong  bold  hand  to  pluck  the  noxious  weeds. 
The  rake  of  fixty,  crippled  hand  and  knee, 
Who  fins  on  claret,  and  repents  on  tea  ; 
The  witlefs  macaroni,  who  purloins 
A  few  cant  words,  which  fome  pert  gambler  coins; 
The  undomeflick  Amazonian  dame, 
Staunch  to  her  csteriey  in  defpite  of  Fame} 
Thefe  are  the  victims  of  our  Poet's  plan : 
But  mod,  that  monjler — an  unfeeling  man. 
When  fuch  a  foe  provokes  him  to  the  fight, 
Tho'  maim'd,  out  fallies  the  puiflant  knight ; 
Like  Withrington,  maintains  the  glorious  ftrifc, 
And  only  yields  his  laurels — with  his  life. 
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PROLOGUE, 

Spoken  by  Mr.  F  O  O  T  E, 

At  the  Theatre-Royal  in  DUBLIN, 
On  the  i pth  of  November,  1773. 

UP  WARDS  of  twenty  years  are  fled  and  waft«d 
Since  in  this  fpot  your  favour  firft  I  tafted. 
Urg'd  by  your  fmiles  thro*  various  realms  to  roam, 
The  Mufe  now  brings  her  motley  cargo  home; 
For  frugal  Nature,  with  an  equal  hand, 
Bcftows  peculiar  gifts  to  every  land. 
To  France  fhe  gave  her  rapid  repartee,  ^ 

Bows,  and  tons  mots,  fibs,  fafhions,  flattery,  f 

Shrugs,  grins,  grimace,  and  fportive  gaiety  : 
Arm'd  with  the  whole  artillery  of  love, 
Latium's  foft  fonspofTefs  the  powers  to  move: 
Humour,  the  foremoft  of  the  feftive  crew, 
Source  of  the  comic  fcene,  fhe  gave  to  you ; 
Humour,  with  arched  brow,  and  leering  eye, 
Shrewd,  folemn,  fneering,  fubtle,  flow  and  fly ; 
Serious  herfelf,  yet  laughter  ftill  provoking, 
By  leafing,  tickling,  jeering,  gibing,  joking : 
Impartial  gift,  that  owns  nor  rank  nor  birth  ! 
'Tis  theirs  who  rule  the  realm,  or  till  the  earth  ; 
Theirs  who  in  fenates  wage  the  wordy  war, 
And  theirs  whofe  humble  lot  conduces  the  car: 
If  aught  deriv'd  from  her  adorns  my  ilr.iin, 
You  gave,  at  lead  difcover'd  firft,  the  vein. 
Should  wide  experience,  or  maturing  age, 
Have  brought  or  mirth  or  moral  to  the  ftagc, 

To 
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To  you,  the  patrons  of  the  wilder  fong, 
The  chafter  notes  in  juftice  mud  belong-: 
But  mould  infirmities  with  time  confpire, 
My  force  to  weaken  or  abate  my  fire, 
Lefs  entertainment  may  arife  to  you, 
But  to  myfelf  lefs  clanger  will  enfue. 
If  age  contrails  my  mufcles,  fhrills  my  tone, 
No  man  will  claim  thofe  foibles  as  his  own  ; 
Nor,  if  I  halt  or  hobble  thro'  the  fcene, 
Malice  point  out  what  citizen  I  mean  : 
No  foe  I  fear  more  than  a  legal  fury, 
Unlefs  I  gain  this  circle  for  my  jury. 
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ACT          I. 

A  Chamber* 

Enter  Lady  Oldham  and  Sir  John  Oldham. 
Lady  Oldham. 

NO  T  a  fyllable  more  will  t  hear! 
Sir  John.  Nay,  but,  my  dear 
L.  Old.  1  am  amazed,  Sir  John, 
at  your  meannefs  !  or  that  you  could 
fubmit  to  give  his  paltry  propofals  fo  much  as  a 
reading ! 

Sir  John.  Nay,  my  dear,  what  would  you  have 
had  me  done  ? 

L.  Old.  Done  ?  returned  them  with  the  con 
tempt  they  deferved.  But,  come,  unfold  !  I  am 
calm  :  Reveal  the  pretty  project  your  precious 
head  has  produced. 

B  Sir 
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Sir  John.  Nay,  my  dear,  as  to  that,  my  head 
produced 

L.  Old.  Nay,  I  don't  wonder  that  fhame  has 
tied  up  your  tongue !  But,  come  ;•  I  will  fpare 
the  confufion,  and  tell  you  what  you  would  fay. 
Here,  Lady  Oldham,  Sir  Matthew  Mice  has 
juft  fent  me  a  letter,  modeftly  defining  that,  in 
return  for  the  ruin  he  has  brought  on  me  and 
my  houfe,  I  would  be  fo  kind  as  to  beftow  upon 
him  my  darling  daughter,  the  hopes  of  my — • 
And  is  it  pofiible  you  can  be  mean  enough  to 
think  of  fuch  an  alliance  ?  Will  you,  Sir  John^ 
Oblige  me  with  an  anfwer  to  a  few  fhort  queftions  ? 

Sir  John.  Without  doubt. 

L.  Old.  I  fuppole  you  confider  yourfelf  as 
fprung  from  a  family  at  leaft  as  ancient  as  any 
in  the  county  you  live  in  ? 

Sir  John.  That  I  fancy  will  not  be  denied. 

L.Old.  Nor  was  it,  I  fancy,  difhonoured  by 
an  alliance  with  mine  ? 

Sir  John.  My  Lady,  the  very  revcrfe. 

L.  Old.  You  fucceeded,'  Sir,  to  a  patrimony, 
which  though  the  liberal  and  hofpitable  Ipirit  of 
your  predeceflbrs  would  not  fuffer  to  encrcafe^ 
yet  their  prudence  took  care  mould  never  be- 
Uiminimed  ? 

Sir  John.  True. 

L.  Old.  From  the  public  and  private  virtues  of 

your 
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your  anceftors,  the  inhabitants  of  the  neighbour 
ing  borough  thought  their  bed  and  deareft  in- 
tercfts  in  no  hands  fo  fecure  as  in  theirs  ? 

Sir  John.  Right. 

i  L.  Old.  Nor  till  lately  were  they  fo  tainted  by 
the  fafliion  of  the  times,  as  to  adopt  the  egregious 
abfurdity,  That  to  be  faithfully  ferved  and  prqT 
tected  above,  it  was  neceflary  to  be  largely 
bribed  and  corrupted  below  ? 

Sir  John.  Why,  I  can't  fay,  except  now  ancj 
then  a  bit  of  veniibn,  or  an  annual  dinner,  they 
have  ever  put  me  to  any  great 

X,.  Old.  Indulge  me  yet  a  moment,  Sir  John  ! 
In  this  happy  fituation,  did  the  laft  year  chear- 
fully  clofe ;  our  condition,  though  not  opulent, 
affluent,  and  you  happy  in  the  quiet  poflcflioi) 
qf  your  family  honours, 

Sir  John.  There  is  no  gainfaying  of  that,        • 

X,.  Old.  NQW,  look  at  the  difmal,  mocking 
reverfe ! 

Sir  John.  There  is  but  too  much  reafon  in  what; 
your  ladymip  fays. 

L.  Old.  And  confider,  at  the  fame  time,  to 
whom  you  are  obliged. 

Sir  John.  Why,  what  could  we  do?  your 
ladymip  knows  there  was  nobody  more  againft 
my  giving  up  than  yourfelf. 

£.  014'  Let    me    proceed.     At    this    crifis, 
B  a  precede^ 
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preceded  by  all  the  pomp  of  Afia,  Sir  Matthew 
Mite,  from  the  Indies,  came  thundering  amongft 
us  j  and,  profufely  fcattering  the  fpoils  of  ruined 
provinces,  corrupted  the  virtue  and  alienated  the 
affections  of  all  the  old  friends  to  the  family. 

Sir  John.  That  is  nothing  but  truth. 

£.  Old.  Compelled  by  the  fame  means  tp 
defend  thofe  that  were  employed  in  attacking 
your  intereft,  you  have  been  obliged  deeply  to 
encumber  your  fortune  j  his  fuperior  addrefs  has 
procured  a  return ,  and  probably  your  petition 
will  complete  the  ruin  his  oppofition  began. 

Sir  John.  Let  us  hope  all  foV  the  btii. 

L.  Old.  And  who  can  tell,  but  you  may  lie 
foon  forced  to  part  with  your  patrimony,  to  the 
very  infolent  worthless  individual,  who  has  been 
the  author  of  your  diftrefs  ? 

Sirjghn.  I  would  fooner  perifh,  my  Lady  ! 

L.  Old.  Parallel  inftances  may  be  produced  -, 
nor  is  it  at  all  unlikely,  but  Sir  Matthew, 
taking  a  liking  to  your  family  man  lion,  has 
purfued  this  very  method  to  compel  you  to 
fell  it. 

Sir  John.  It  is,  my  dear,  to  ayoid  this  neceflity 
that  I  wifh  you  to  give  his  letter  a  reading. 

L.  Old.  Is  it  p'/ifible,  not  to  mention  the  mean- 
nefs,  that  you  can  be  weak  enough  to  expect  any 
real  fervice  from,  that  infamous  quarter  ? 

Sir 
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Sir  John.  Who  can  tell,  my  love,  but  a  con- 
fcioufnefs  of  the  mifchief  he  has  done  us,  may 
have  routed  fome  feelings  that 

£.  Old.  His  feelings !  will  he  liften  to  3  pri-r 
vate  complaint,  who  has  been  deaf  to  the  cries 
of  a  people  ?  or  drop  a  tear  for  particular  dif- 
trefs,  who  owes  his  rife  to  the  ruin  of  thoufands  ? 

Sir  John.  Well,  Lady  Oldham,  I  find  all  that 
I  fay  fignifies  nothing.  — But  here  comes  brother 
Thgma.s ;  two  heads  are  better  than  one  j  let  us 
take  his  opinion,  my  iove. 

£.  Old.  What  need  of  any  opinion  ?  the  cafe 
is  too  clear-,  nor  indeed,  if  there  had  been  a 
neceffiiy  for  confulting  another,  fliould  1  have, 
thought  your  brother  the  propereft  man  to  ad- 
vife  with  op  theoccafion. 

Sir  John.  And  why  not  ?  there  is  not  a  merr - 
chant  whofe  judgment  would  be  fooner  taken. 

£.  Old.  Perhaps  not,  on  the  value  of  mer 
chandize,  or  the  goodnefs  of  a  Bill  of  Exchange ; 
But  there  is  a  nicety,  a  delicacy,  an  elevation  of 
fentiment,  in  this  cafe,  which  people  who  have 
narrowed  their  notions  with  commerce,  and  con- 
iidercd  during  the  courfe  of  their  lives  their  in- 
tereft  alone,  will  fcarce  comprehend. 

Enter  Mr.  Thomas  Oldham. 

Thomas.  So,  fifter !  what !  upon  your  ojd 
topic,  I  find  ? 


L.Old.  Sir! 

Thomas.  Some  pretty  companions,  I  fuppofe, 
sot  much  to  the  honour  of  trade. 

L.  Old.  Nay,  brother,  you  know  I  have  always 
allowed  merchants  to  be  a  ufeful  body  of  men  ; 
and  confidered  commerce,  in  this  country,  as  a 
pretty  refource  enough  for  the  younger  Ihoots  of 
a  family. 

Thomas.  Exceedingly  condefcending,  indeed  ! 
And  yet,  fifter,  I  could  produce  you  fome  in- 
ftances  where  the  younger  moots  have  flou- 
rifhed  and  throve^  when  t|ie  reverend  trunk  has, 
decayed, 

L.  Old.  Perhaps,  brother  Thomas 

Thomas.  Nay,    nay,  don't  let  us  revive  our 
antient  difputes  ! — You  fcem  warm  ;  no  mifun- 
f  derftanding,  I  hope  ? 

Sir  John.  No,  no;  none,  in  the  lead:  You 
know,  my  lady's  temper's  apt  to  be  lively  now 
and  then. 

Thomas.  Nay,  fitter — But,  come !  what  haq 
eccafioned  this  mighty  debate  ? 

Sir  John.  You  know,  brother,  how  affairs 
ftand  between  Sir  Matthew  and  us. 

Thomas.  Well! 

Sir  John.  He  has  fcnt  us  here  a  kind  of  a 
compromiie;  I  don't  know  well  what  to  call 
it  j  a  fort  of  a  treaty, 

Thomas. 
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Thomas.  That  in  your  hand  ? 

Sir  John.  Yes ;  and  I  can't  prevail  on  my 
lady  to  give  it  a  reading; 

Thomas.  And  why  not  ? 

L.  Old.  To  what  end  ? 

Tbomas.  A  very  natural  one ;  in  order  to  know 
the  contents. 

L.  Old.  Of  what  importance  can  they  be  to 
iis  ? 

Thomas.  Thar  the  letter  will, tell  you.  But 
furely,  Lady  Oldhdm,  you  are  rather  too  nice; 
Give  it  me ! 

Sir  John.  Is  it  your  ladyfhip's  pleafure  ? 
.  Thomas.  Pfha  !  here's  a  rout,  indeed  !— One 
would  be  apt  to  fufpect  that  the  packet  was 
peftilential,  .and  came  from  the  Archipelago, 
inftead  of  the  Indies.  Now  let  us  fee  what  this 
formidable  memorial  contains !  [opens  the  letter. 
"  To  Sir  John  Oldham.  Sir  Matthew  Mice  hav- 
u  ing  lately  feen,  at  Lady  Levant's  rout,  the: 
"  eldeft  Mifs  OLdham,  and  being  ftruck  with 
u  her  perfonal  charms,  propofdfc  to  her  father 

*f  the  following  treaty.*' 

Z,.  Old.  A  very  monarchical  addrefs  ! 

Thomas.  "  Imprimis ;  Upon  a  matrimoniat 
*'  union  between  the  young  lady  and  him,  all 
*fc  hoftilities  and  contention  mail  ceafe,  and  Sir 
**  John  be  fufFered  to  lake  his  feat  in  fecurity." 

L.  Old. 
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L.  Old.  That  he  will  do,  without  an  obliga 
tion  to  him. 

Thomas.  Are  you,  filler,  certain  of  that  ? 

L.  Old.  You  don't  harbour  the  lead  doubt  of 
our  merits  ? 

Thomas.  But  do  they  always  prevail  ? 

L.  Old.  There  is  now,  brother  Thomas,  no 
danger  to  dread  \  the  reflraint  the  popular  part 
of  government  has  in  this  inftance  laid  on  itl'elf^ 
at  the  fame  time  that  it  does  honour  to  them, 
diftributes  equal  juftice  to  all. 

Thomas.  And  are  you  aware  what  the  expence 
will  be  to  obtain  it  ? — But,  pray,  let  me  pro 
ceed  ! — "  Secondly,  as  Sir  Matthew  is  bent  upon 
<c  a  large  territorial  acquifition  in  England,  and 
"  Sir  John  Oldham's  finances  are  at  prelent  a  lit- 
"  tie  out  of  repair,  Sir  Matthew  Mite  will  make 
"  np  the  money  already  advanced  in  another 
-"  name,  by  way  of  future  mortgage  upon  his 
*'  eftate,  for  the  entire  purchafe,  five  lacks  of 
ct  roupees." 

Z,.  Old.  Now,  Sir  John  !  was  I  right  in  my 
guefs  ? 

Sir  John.  Your  ladyfhip  is  never  out. — But, 
brother  Thomas,  thefe  fame  lacks — to  what  may 
they  amount  ? 

Thomas.  Sixty  thoufand,  at  leaft. 

Sir  John.  No  inconfiderable  offer,  my  lady. 

L.  Qld. 
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L.  Old.  Contemptible  !  But  pray,  Sir,  proceed. 

Thomas.  "  Or  if  it  mould  be  more  agreeable 
*'  to  the  parties,  Sir  Matthew  will  fettle  upon 
"  Sir  John  and  his  Lady,  for  their  joint  lives, 
"  ajagghire." 

Sir  John.  A  jagghire  ? 

Thomas.  The  term  is  Indian,  and  means  an 
annual  income. 

L.  Old.  What  ftrange  jargon  he  deals  in  ! 

Thomas.  His  ftile  is  a  little  Oriental,  I  muft 
own;  but  moft  exceedingly  clear. 

L.  Old.  Yes,  to  Coflim  Ali-Khan,  or  Mier 
Jaffeir.  1  hope  you  are  near  the  conclufion. 

Thomas.  But  two  articles  more,  [reads']  "  And 
"  that  the  principals  may  have  no  cares  for  the 
**  younger  parts  of  their  family,  Sir  Matthew 
"  will,  at  his  own  expence,  tranfport  the  two 
"  young  ladies,  Mils  Oldham's  two  fillers,  to 
"  Madrafs  or  Calcutta,  and  there  procure  them 
"  fuitable  hufbands." 

L.  Old.  Madrafs,  or  Calcutta  ! 

Thomas.  Your  patience,  dear  fitter  ! — "  And 
"  as  for  the  three  boys,  they  (hall  be  either  made 
11  fupercargoes,  (hips'  hufbands,  or  go  out  cadets 
"  and  writers  in  the  Company's  fervice." 

L.  Old.  Why,  he  treats  my  children  like  a 
parcel  of  convicts :  Is  this  their  method  of  fup- 
plying  their  fettlements  ? 

C  Thomas. 
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Thomas.  This,  with  now  and  then  a  little  kid 
napping,  dear  lifter. — Well,  madam,  you  have 
now  the  means  of  getting  rid  of  all  your  offspring 
at  once :  Did  not  1  tell  you  the  paper  was  worth 
your  perufal  ?  You  will  reply  to  his  wifti  •,  you 
can  have  no  doubcs,  I^fuppofe. 

L.  Old.  Not  the  leaft,  as  I  will  (hew  you. 
[Tears  the  letter.]  And,  if  Sir  John  has  the  leaft 
fpirit  or  pride,  he  will  treat  the  infolent  principal 
as  I  do  his  propofals. 

Thomas.  But  that  method,  as  things  ftand,  may 
not  be  altogether  fo  fafe.  I  am  forry  you  were  fo 
hafty  in  deftroying  the  letter  :  If  I  remember 
rightly,  there  is  mention  made  of  advancing  money 
in  another  man's  name. 

L.  Old.  We  have  been  compelled  to  borrow, 
I  own  ;  but  I  hud  no  conception  that  he  was  the 
lender. 

Thomas.  That's  done  by  a  common  contrivance-, 
not  a  country  lawyer  but  knows  the  doctrine  of 
transfer. — How  much  was  the  fum  ? 

Sir  John.  Ten  thoufand  pounds. 

Thomas.  And  what,  Sir  John,  were  the  terms  ? 

Sir  John.  As  I  could  give  no  real  fecurity,  my 
eftate  being  fettled  till  my  fon  John  comes  of  age, 
I  found  myfelf  obliged  to  comply  with  all  that 
was  afked. 

Thomas.  A  judgment,  no  doubt. 

Sir 
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Sir  John.  They  divided  the  fum,  and  I  gave 
them  a  couple. 

'Thomas.  Which  will  affect  not  only  your  per- 
fon,  but  perfonal  property ;  fo  they  are  both  in 
his  power. 

Sir  John.  Too  true,  I  am  afraid  ! 

'Thomas.  And  you  may  be  fent  to  a  gaol,  and 
your  family  turned  into  the  ftreets,  whenever  he 
pleafes, 

L.  Old.  How  !   Heaven  forbid  ! 

Thomas.  Not  the  Jcaft  doubt  can  be  made. — 
This  is  an  artful  project :  No  wonder  that  fo 
much  contrivance  and  cunning:  has  been  an  over- 

O 

match  for  a  plain  Englifh  gentleman,  or  an  inno 
cent  Indian.  And  what  is  now  to  be  done  ? 
Dees  your  daughter  Sophy  know  of  this  letter? 

L.  Old.  Sir  John  ? 

Sir  John.  It  reached  my  hands  not  ten  minutes 
ago. 

'Thomas.  I  had  fome  reafon  to  think,  that, 
had  you  complied,  you  would  not  have  found 
her  very  eager  to  fecond  your  wifhes. 

L.  Old.  I  don't  know  that,  brother :  Young 
girls  are  eafily  caught  with  titles  and  fplendor  j 
magnificence  has  a  kind  of  magick  for  them. 

'Thomas.  I  have  a  better  opinion  of  Sophy. 
You  know,  Lady  Oldham,  I  have  often  hinted, 
my  boy  was  fond  of  his  coufin  i  and  pofllbly 
C  2  my 
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my  niece  not  totally  averfe  to  his  wifh  ;  but  you 
have  always  ftopp'd  me  fhort,  under  a  notion 
that  the  children  were  too  nearly  allied. 

L.  Old.  Why,  brother,  don't  you  think— r — 

Thomas.  But  that,  fitter,  was  not  the  right 
reafon ;  you  could  have  eafily  digefted  the  coufmsy 
but  the  compting-houje  (luck  in  his  way :  Your 
favourite  maxim  has  been,  that  citizens  are  a 
diflinct  race,  a  fort  of  creatures  that  mould  mix 
with  each  other. 

L.  Old.  Blefs  me,  brother,  you  can't  conceive 
that  I 

Thomas.  Nay,  no  apology,  good  Lady  Oldham ! 
perhaps  you  have  a  higher  alliance  in  view ;  and 
let  us  now  confider  what  is  to  be  done.  You  arc 
totally  averfe  to  this  treaty  ? 

L.  Old.  Can  that  be  a  queftion  ? 

Thomas.  Some  little  management  is  necefiary, 
as  to  the  mode  of  rejection :  As  matters  now 
ftand,  it  would  not  be  prudent  to  exafperate  Sir 
Matthew. 

L.  Old.  Let  Sir  John  difcharge  the  debt  due 
to  him  at  once. 

Thomas.  But  where  mall  we  get  materials  ? 

L.  Old.  Can  that  be  a  difficult  tafk  ? 

Thomas.  Exceedingly  fo,  as  I  apprehend  :  But 
few  can  be  found  to  advance  fo  large  a  fum  on 
iuch  (lender  fecurity ;  nor  is  it  to  be  expected, 

indeed, 
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indeed,  unlefs  from  a  friend  to  relieve,  or  a  foe 
to  ruin. 

L.  Old.  Is  it  pofllble  Sir  Matthew  can  have 
acted  from  fo  infernal  a  motive,  to  have  advanced 
the  money  with  a  view  of  diftrefling  us  deeper  ? 

Thomas.  Sir  Matthew  is  a  profound  politi 
cian,  and  will  not  ftick  at  trifles  to  carry  his 
point. 

L.  Old.  With  the  wealth  of  the  Eaft,  we  have 
too  imported  the  worlt  of  its  vices.  What  a 
horrid  crew ! 

Thomas.  Hold,  filter  !  don't  gratify  your  re- 
fentment  at  the  expence  of  your  juftice ;  a  gene 
ral  conclufion  from  a  fingle  initance  is  but  in 
different  logick. 

L.  Old.  Why,  is  not  this  Sir  Matthew 

Thomas.  Perhaps  as  bad  a  fubject  as  your 
pafllon  can  paint  him :  But  there  are  men  from 
the  Indies,  and  many  too,  with  whom  I  have 
the  honour  to  live,  who  difpenfe  nobly  and  with 
hofpitality  here,  what  they  have  acquired  with 
honour  and  credit  elfewhere ;  and,  at  the  lame 
time  they  have  increafed  the  dominions  and 
wealth,  have  added  virtues  too  to  their  country. 

L.  Old.  Perhaps  fo  :  But  what  is  to  be  dcfoe  ? 
Suppofe  I  was  to  wait  on  Sir  Matthew  myfelf. 

Thomas.  If  your  ladyfhip  is  fecure  of  com 
manding  your  temper. 

Sir 
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Sir  John.  Mercy  on  us,  brother  Thomas,  there's 
no  fuch  thing  as  trailing  to  that ! 

L.  Old.  You  are  always  very  obliging,  Sir 
John !  if  the  embaffy  was  to  be  executed  by 
you 

Thomas.  Come,  came,  to  end  the  difpute,  I 
will  undertake  the'commiffion  myielf. 

L.Old.  You  will  take  care,  brother,  to  make 
no  conceflions  that  will  derogate  from 

Thomas.  Your  dignity,  in  my  hands,  will  have 
nothing  to  fear. — But  fhould  not  I  fee  my  niece 
firft  ?  fhe  ought  to  be  confulted,  I  think. 

Sir  John.  By  all  means. 

'Thomas.  For,  if  fhe  approves  of  the  knight, 
I  don't  fee  any  thing  in  the  alliance  fo  much  to 
be  dreaded. 

L.  Old.  I  will  fend  Sophy  to  her  uncle  di 
rectly  ;  but  I  deiire  the  girl  may  be  left  to  her- 
felf;  no  undue  influence  !  [Exit. 

Thomas.   The  caution  was  needlefs. 

Sir  John.  Why,  really,  now,  brother,  but 
that  my  lady's  too  warm,  I  don't  fee  a'ny  thing 
fo  very  unreafonable  in  this  fame  paper  here  that 
lies  fcattered  about.  But,  I  forget,  did  he  men 
tion  any  thing  of  any  fortune  he  was  to  have  with 
the  Mrl  ? 

Thomas.  Pho !  a  paltry  confideration,  below 
his  concern. 

Sir 
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Sir  Jobn.  My  lady  herfelf  mud  own  there  is 
fomething  generous  in  that. 

Thomas.  Will  you  (lay  and  reprefent  the  cafe 
to  Sophy  yourfelf  ? 

Sir  Jobn.  She  is  here  ! 

Enter  Sophy. 

Your  uncle,  child,  has  fomething  to  fay  to  you  : 
You  know  he  loves  you,  my  dear,  and  will  ad- 
vife  you  for  the  beft.  [Exif. 

'Thomas.  Come  hither,  Sophy,  my  love !  don't 
be  alarmed.  I  fuppofe  my  lady  has  opened  to 
you,  that  Sir  Matthew  has  fent  a  ftrange  kfnd 
of  a  romantic  letter. 

Sophy.  But  (he  did  not  feem,  Sir,  to  fuppofe 
that  it  deferved  mucli  attention. 

Thomas.  As  matters  now  (land,  perhaps  more 
than  (he  thinks.  But  come,  my  good  girl,  be 
explicit :  Suppofe  the  affairs  of  your  family 
fhould  demand  a  compliance  with  this  whimfical 
letter,  fhould  you  have  any  reluctance  to  the 
union  propofed  ? 

Sophy.  Me,  Sir  ?  I  never  faw  the  gentleman 
but  once  in  my  life.  . . 

Thomas.  And  I  don't  think  that  would  intercfl 
you  much  in  his  favour. 

Soffy.  Sir! 

Thomas, 
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Thomas.  No  prepcfTefiion  ?  no  prior  object 
that  has  attracted  your  notice  ? 

Sophy.  I  hope,  Sir,  my  behaviour  has  not 
occasioned  this  queftion. 

Thomas.  Oh,  no,  my  dear ;  it  naturally  took 
its  rife  from  the  fubjec~t.  Has  yourcoufm  lately 
been  here  ? 

Sophy.  Sir  ! 

Thomas.  Tom  Oldham,  my  fon  ? 

Sophy.  We  generally  fee  him,  Sir,  every  day. 

Thomas.  I  am  glad  to  hear  that :  I  was  afraid 
fome  improper  attachment  had  drawn  him  from 
the  city  fo  often  of  late. 

Sophy.  Improper !  I  dare  fay,  Sir,  you  will  have 
nothing  of  that  kind  to  fear  from  my  coufin. 

Thomas.  I  hope  not':  And  yet  I  have  had  my 
fufpicions,  I  own  •,  but  not  unlikely  you  can  re 
move  'em  :  Children  rarely  make  confidants  of 
their  fathers. 

Sophy.  Sir! 

Thomas.  Similarity  of  fentiments,  nearnefs  of 
blood,  and  the  fame  fealbn  of  life,  perhaps  may 
have  induced  him  to  unbolbm  to  you. 

Sophy.  Uo  you  fuppofe,  Sir,  that  he  would 
difcover  to  me.,  what  he  chofe  to  conceal  from 
fo  affectionate  a  father  ? 

Thomas.  Nay,  prithee,  Sophy,  don't  be  grave! 
What,  do  you  imagine  I  mould  think  his  pre 
ferring 
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ferring  your  ear  to  mine,  fora  melting  paflionAte 
talej  any  violent  breach  of  his  duty  ? 

Sophy.  You  are  merry,  Sir. 

Thomas.  And  who  knows  but  you  might  re 
pay  the  communication  with  a  fimilar  ftory  ? 
You  biufh,  Sophy. 

Sophy.  You  are  really  pleafed  to  be  fo  very 
particular,  that  I  icarce  know  what  anfwer  to 
make. 

Thomas.  Come,  my  good  niece,  I  will  perplex 
you  no  longer :  My  fon  has  concealed  nothing 
from  me  -,  and  did  the  completion  of  your  wiflies 
depend  on  my  approbation  alone,  you  would 
have  but  little  to  fear :  But  my  lady's  notions 
are  fo  very  peculiar,  you  know,  and  all  her  prin 
ciples  fo  determined  and  fixed vV  * 

Sophy.  The  merits  of  my  coufin,  which  me 
herfelf  is  not  flow  to  acknowledge,  and  time, 
might,  I  mould  hope,  foften  my  mother. 

Thomas.  Why  then,  my  dear  niece,  leave  it 
to  time^  in  moft  cafes  the  abkft  phyfician.  But 
Jet  your  partiality  for  Tom  be  a  fecret ! — I  mull 
now  endeavour  to,  learn  when  I  can  obtain  an 
audience  from  Sir  Matthew. 

Sophy.  An  audience  from  him  ? 

Thomas.  Yes,  child ;  thefe,  new  gentlemen* 
who  from  the  caprice  of  Fortune,  and  a  flrangc 

D  chain 
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chain  of  events,  have  acquired  immoderate  wealth^ 
and  rofe  to  uncontroled  power  abroad,  find  it 
difficult  to  defcend  from  their  dignity,  and  ad 
mit  of  any  equal  at  home*  Adieu,  my  dear 
rtiece  !  But  keep  up  your  fpirits !  I  think  I  fore- 
fee  an  event  that  will  produce  fome  change  irt 
our  favour.  [Exeunt. 

Sir  Matthew  Mite's  Halt. 

Janus  and  Conferee  difcovered. 

COM/.  I  own  the  place  of  a  porter,  if  one  can 
bear  the  confinement — And  then,  Sir  Matthew 
has  the  character  of — [low  tap.']  Ufe  no  cere 
mony,  Mr.  Janus ;  mind  your  door,  I  befeech 
you. 

Janus.  No  hurry  !  keep  your  feat,  Mr,  Con- 
ferve;  it's  only  the  tap  of  a  tradefman  :  I  make 
thofe  people  flay  till  they  collect  in  a  body,, 
and  fo  let  in  eight  or  ten  at  a  time ;  it  iaves 
trouble. 

Conf.  And  how  do  they  brook  it  ? 

Janus,  Oh,  wonderfully  well,  here  with  us, 
In  my  laft  place,  indeed,  I  thought  myfelf 
bound  to  be  civil ;  for  as  all  the  poor  devik 
could  get  was  good  words,  it  would  have  been 
hard  to  have  been  fparing  of  them. 

Conf.  Very  confiderate ! 


THE      NABOB.          19 

'Janus.  But  here  we  are  rich ;  and  as  the  fel 
lows  don't  wait  for  their  money,  ic  is  but  fair 
they  mould  wait  for  admittance. 

Conf.  Or  they  would  he  apt  to  forget  their 
condition. 

Janus.  True. 

Conf.  Upon  the  whole,  then,  you  do  not  re 
gret  leaving  my  lord  ? 

Janus.  No ;  Lord  Levee's  place  had  its  fweets, 
I  con&fs ;  perquifites  pretty  enough  :  But  what 
could  I  do  ?  they  wanted  to  give  me  a  rider. 

Conf.  A  rider? 

Janus.  Yes;  to  quarter  Monfieur  Friflarr, 
my  Lady's  valet  de  chambre,  upon  me;  fg 
you  know  I  could  not  but  in  honour  refign, 

Conff  No ;  there  was  no  bearing  to  be  rid  by 
a  Frenchman  ;  there  was  no  (laying  in  after  that. 

Janus.  It  would  have  been  quoted  as  a  pre*- 
cedent  againft  the  whole  corps. 

Conf.  Yes.  Pox  on  'em !  our  matters  are 
damned  fond  of  enproathments.  Is  your  pre- 
fent  duty  fevere  ? 

Janus,  I  drudge  pretty  much  at  the  door ; 
but  that,  you  know,  is  mere  bodily  labour : 
But  then,  my  mind  is  at  cafe  i  not  obliged  tQ 
rack  my  brain  for  invention. 
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Janus.  No  j  not  near  the  lying  here,  as  in  my 
Jaft  place. 

Conf.  I  fuppcfe  not,  as  your  matter  is  but 
newly  in  town ;  but  you  muft  expect  that  branch 
to  encreafe. 

Janus.  When  it  does,  I  {hall  infift  the  door 
be  done  by  a  deputy.  [Two  raps. 

Ccnf.  Hark  !   to  your  poft  ! 

Janus.  No  •,  fit  ft'ill !  that  is  fome  aukward 
body  out  of  the  city  ;  one  of  our  people  from 
Leadenhall-Streetj  perhaps  a  director  ;  I  fha'n't 
ftir  for  him. 

Conf.  Not  for  a  director  ?  I  thought  he  was 
the  commanding  officer,  the  Great  Captain's 
captain. 

Janus.  No,  no  •,  quite  the  reverfe ;  the  tables 
are  turned,  Mr.  Conferve  :  In  acknowledgment 
for  appointing  us  their  fervants  abroad,  we  .are 
fo  obliging  as  to  make  them  directors  at  home. 

[A  loud  rapping. 

Conf.  That  rap  will  roufe  you,  I  think. 

Janus.  Let  me  take  a  peep  at  the  wicket.  Oh, 
oh  !  is  it  you,  with  a  pox  to  you  ?  How  the 
deuce  came  your  long  legs  to  find  the  way  hi 
ther? — I  (hall  be  in  no  halle  to  open  for  you. 

Ccnf.  Who  is  it  ? 

.      Janus.  That  eternal  teizer,  Sir  Timothy  Tall- 

* 

bov. 
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froy.     When  once  he  gets  footing,  there  is  no 
iuch  thing  as  keeping  him  out. 

Conf.  What,  you  know  him  then  ? 

Janus.  Yes,  rot  him,  I  know  him  too  well ! 
he  had  like  to  have  loft  me  the  beft  place  I  ever 
had  in  my  life. 

Cojtf.  How  fo  ? 

Janus.  Lord  Lofty  had  given  orders  on  no 
account  to  admit  him.  The  firft  time,  he  got  by 
me  under  a  pretence  of  ftroking  Keeper  the 
houfe-dog  ;  the  next,  he  nick'd  me  by  defiring 
only  j uft  leave  to  fcratch  the  poll  of  the  parrot, 
Poll,  Poll,  Poll !  I  thought  the  devil  was  in  him 
if  he  deceived  me  a  third  -t  but  he  did,  notwith- 
flanding. 

Conf.  Prithee,  Janus,  how  ? 

Janus.  13  y  begging  to  fct  his  watch  by  Tompion's 
clock  in  the  Hall ;  I  fmoaked  his  defign,  and  laid 
hold  of  him  here  :  [faking  hold  cf  bis  coat."]  As 
fure  as  you  are  alive,  he  made  but  one  leap  from 
the  ftairs  to  the  ftudy,  and  left  the  fkirt  of  his 
coa:  in  my  hand  ? 

Conf.  You  got  rid  of  him  then  ? 

Janus.  He  made  one  attempt  more ;  and,  for 
fear  he  mould  flip  by  me,  (far  you  know  he  is 
as  thin  as  a  flice  of  beef  at  Marybone-Gardens), 

Happed  the  door  in  his  face,  and  told  him,  the 
do'j  was  mad,  the  parrot  dead,  and  the  clock 

ftoodj 
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ftood  ;  and,  thank  Heaven,  I  have  never  fat  eyes 
on  him  fmce.  [Knock  louder. 

Conf.  Bat  the  door ! 

Janus.  Time  enough. — You  had  no  particular 
commands,  mafter  Conierve  ? 

Conf.  Only  to  let  you  know  that  Betfy  Robins 
has  a  rout  and  fupper  on  Sunday  next. 

Janus.  Conftant  ftill,  Mr.  Conferve,  I  fee.  I 
am  afraid  I  can't  come  to  cards  -,  but  ihall  be  fure 
to  attend  the  repaft.  A  nick-nack,  I  fuppofe  ? 

Cow/".  Yes,  yes  ;  we  all  contribute,  as  ufual : 
The  fubftantials  from  Alderman  Sirloin's  ;  Lord 
Frippery's  cook  finds  fricafees  and  ragouts ;  Sir 
Robert  Bumper's  butler  is  to  fend  in  the  wine  -9 
and  I  mall  fupply  the  defert. 

Janus.  There  are  a  brace  of  birds  and  a  hare, 
that  Ji  cribbed  this  morning  out  of  a  bafket  of 
game. 

Conf.  They  will  be  welcome. — [Knock  louder^ 
But  the  folks  grow  impatient ! 

Janus.  They  muft  itay  till  I  come. — At  the 
old  place,  I  fuppofe  ? 

Conf.  No  •,  I  had  like  to  have  forgot !  Betfy 
grew  fick  of  St.  Paul's,  ib  I  have  taken  her  a 
houfe  amongft  the  new  buildings ;  both  the  air 
and  the  company  is  better, 

Janus.  Right. 
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Conf.  To  fay  truth,  the  fituation  was  difagree- 
able  on  many  accounts.  Do  you  know,  though  I 
took  care  few  people  mould  behave  better  at 
Chriftmas,  that  becaufe  he  thought  her  a  citizen, 
the  houfekeeper  of  Urury-Lane  Theatre,  when 
his  matter  mounted,  refufed  her  a  fide-box  ? 

Janus.  No  wonder  Mifs  Betfy  was  bent  upon 
moving.  —  What  is  the  name  of  her  ftreet  ? 

Conf.  Rebel-Row  :  It  was  built  by  a  meflenger 
who  made  his  market  in  the  year  forty-five.  But 
fliall  Mifs  Robins  fend  you  a  card  ? 

Janus.  No,  no  •,  I  (hall  eafily  find  out  the 
place.  [Knock.]  Now  let  us  fee  •,  who  have  we 
here?  Gads  my  life,  Mrs.  Match'em!  my 
matter's  amorous  agent  :  It  is  as  much  as  my 
place  is  worth  to  let  her  wait  for  a  minute. 

[Opens  the  door.     Exit  Conf. 


Enter  Mrs.  Matcfrem^  fofne  Tradespeople, 
bow  low  to  Janus,  and  Thomas  Oldbam. 

Match,  So,  Sir  !  this  is  pretty  treatment,  for 
a  woman  like  me  to  dangle  at  your  gate,  fur- 
rounded  by  a  parcel  of  tradefpeople  ! 
Janus.  I  beg  pardon  ;  but,  madam 
Match.  Suppofe  any  of  my  ladies  had  chanced 
to  drive  by  :  In  a  pretry  iituatio'n  they'd  have 
ken  me  !  I  promile  you  I  mail  mak«  my  com 
plaints  to  Sir  Matthew* 

"Jams, 
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Janus.  I  was  receiving  fome  particular  com 
mands  from  my  matter. 

Match.  I  fliall  know  that  from  him.  Where 
is  he?  let  him  know  I  muft  fee  him  directly  ; 
my  hands  are  fo  full  I  have  not  a  moment  to 
fpare. 

Janus.  At  that  door  the  groom  of  the  cham 
ber  will  take  you  in  charge ;  I  am  fure  you'll 
be  admitted  as  foon  as  announced. 

Match.  There  is  as  much  difficulty  to  get  A 
fight  of  this  fignior,  as  of  a  member  when  the 
parliament's  difTolved !  [Exit; 

Janus.  Soh  !  what,  you  have  brought  in  your 
bills  ?  damned  punctual,  no  doubt !  The  (tew- 
ard's  room  is  below. — And,  do  you  hear  ?  when 
you  are  paidj  be  fure  to  fneak  away  without  fee* 
ing  me. 

All  Tradef.  We  hope  you  have  a  better  opi 
nion 

Janus.  Well,  well,  march !  [Exe.  TraJefmen.] 
So,  friend  ;  what  is  your  bufinefs,  pray  ? 

Thomas.  1  have  a  mefTage  to  deliver  to  Sir 
Matthew. 

Janus.  You  have  ?  and  pray  what  is  the  pur 
port  ? 

Thcmas.  That's  for  his  ear  alone. 

Janus.  You  will  find  yourfclf  miftaken  in  thati 

Thomas.  How  ? 
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"Janus.  It  muft  make  its  way  to  his,  by  pafiing 
thro*  mine. 

Thomas.  Is  that  the  rule  of  the  houfe  ? 

Janus.  Ay ;  and  the  beft  way  to  ayoid  idle 
and  impertinent  pratlers. 

Thomas.  Ami  of  that  you  are  to  judge  ? 

Janus.  Or  I  fhould  not  be  fit  for  my  poft. 
But,  you  are  very  importunate  j  who  are  you  ? 
I  fuppofe  a  Jew  broker,  come  to  bring  my 
mafter  the  price  of  the  ftocks  ? 

Thomas.  No. 

Janus.  Or  fome  country  coufin,  perhaps  ? 

Thomas.  Nor  that  neithtjr. 

Janus.  Or  a  voter  from  our  borough  below  ? 

•^  D 

we  never  admit  them  but  againft  an  election. 

Thomas.  Still  wide  of  the  mark. — [dfide.] 
There  is  but  one  way  of  managing  here ;  I  muft 
give  the  Cerberus  a  fop,  J  perceive. — Sir,  I  have 
really  bufmefs  with  Sir  Matthew,  of  the  utmoft 
importance ;  and  if  you  can  obtain  me  an  in* 
terview,  I  fhall  think  myfclf  extremely  obliged, 

[Civet  money. 

Janus.  As  I  fee,  Sir,  by  your  manner,  that 
it  is  a  matter  of  moment,  we  will  try  what  car) 
be  done  ;  but  ypu  mutt  wait  for  his  levee  j  there 
>s  no  feeing  him  yetf 

Thomas.  No? 

Janus.  He  is  too  bufy  at  prefent  j  the  waiter 
E  at 
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at  Almack's  has  juft  brought  him  home  his 
macaroni  drefs  for  the  hazard-table,  and  is  in- 
ilrafting  him  to  throw  the  dice  with  a  grace. 

Thomas.  Then  where  can  I  wait  ? 

Janus.  If  you  will  ftep  into  that  room,  I  will 
take  care  to  call  you  in  time.  \Exit  Mr.  Old.~\ 
— Looking  at  the  money.']  A  good  fenfible  fellow  ! 
At  firft  fight,  how  eafily  one  may  be  miftaken 
in  men !  [£*/(« 
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•  V 
A  Chamber.    Sir  Matthew  Mite  in  bis  gaming 

drefs,  a  Waiter  attending. 

Mite. 

i 

"A  I  N  and  chance  ? 


Waiter.  Five  to  nine,  pleafe  your  honour. 

Mile.  I  am  at  all  that  is  fet.  How  muft  I 
proceed  ? 

Waiter.  With  a  tap,  as  the  chances  are  equal ; 
then  raife  the  box  genteelly  and  gently,  with 
the  finger  and  thumb. 

Mite.  Thus? 

Waiter.  Exactly,  your  honour.  Cinque  and 
quater :  You're  out. 

Mite.  What  is  next  to  be  done  ? 

Waiter.  Flirt  the  bones  with  an  air  of  indiffe 
rence,  and  pay  the  money  that's  fet. 

'Mite.  Will  that  do  ? 

Waiter.  With  a  little  more  experience,  your 
honour. 

Mite.  Tfien'pafs  the  box  to  my  neighbour  ? 

Waiter.  Yes  -9  or  you  make  a  back  hand,  if 
you  pleafe. 

E  * 
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Mite.  Cou'dn't  you  give  me  fome  general 
rules  ?  for  then,  you  know,  I  might  practife  in 
private. 

Waiter.  By  all  means.  Seven,  Sir,  is  better 
nicked  by  a  ftamp. 

Mite,  So  ? 

Waiter.  Yes.  When  you  want  to  throw  fix 
and  four,  or  two  cinques,  you  muft  take  the 
long  gallery,  and  whirl  the  dice  to  the  end  of 
the  table. 

Mite.  Thus? 

Waiter.  Pretty  well,  pleafe  your  honour. 
When  your  chance  is  low,  as  tray,  ace,  or  two 
deuces,  the  bed  method  is  to  dribble  out  the 
bones  from  the  box. 

Mite.  Will  that  do? 

Waiter.  Your  honour  comes  rapidly  on. 

Mite.  So  that,  perhaps,  in  a  couple  of  months, 
1  fhall  be  able  to  tap,  flirt,  ftamp,  dribble,  and 
whirl,  with  any  man  in  the  club  ? 

Waiter.  As  your  honour  has  a  genius,  you 
will  make  a  wonderful  progrefs,  no  doubt :  But 
ffiefe  nice  matters  are  not  got  in  a  moment ;  there 
mull  be  parts,  as  well  as  practice,  your  honour. 

Mite.  What !  parts  for  the  performance  of 
this? 

Waiter.  This  ?  Why,  there's  Sir  Chriftopher 
Clumfey,  in  the  whole  lofmg  life  fortune,  (and 

I  believe 
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I  believe  he  was  near  a  twelvemonth  about  it) 
never  once  threw,  paid,  or  received,  with  one 
atom  of  grace. 

Afift.  He  muft  have  been  a  dull  devil,  indeed, 

Waiter.  A  mere  dunce!  got  no  credit  by 
lofmg  his  money  •,  was  ruined  without  the  lead 
reputation. 

Mitt.  Perhaps  fo.  Well,  but,  Dick,  as  to 
the  oaths  and  phrafes  that  are  moft  in  ufe  at  the 
club? 

Waiter.  I  have  brought  them  here  in  this  pa 
per  :  As  foon  as  your  honour  has  got  them  by 
heart,  I  will  teach  you  when  and  in  what  man 
ner  to  ufc  them. 

Mite,  \after  leaking  at  tbe  paper.]  How  long 
do  you  apprehend  before  I  may  be  fit  to  appear 
at  the  table  ? 

Waiter.  In  a  month  or  fix  weeks.  I  would 
advife  your  hoYiour  to  begin  in  the  Newmarket 
week,  when  the  few  people  left  do  little  better 
than  piddle. 

Mitt.  Right :  So  I  ihall  gain  confidence  againft 
the  club's  coming  to  town. 

Enter  Servant. 

Strv.  Mrs.  Crocus,  from  Brompton,  your 
honour. 

Mite.  Has  fl*e  brougm  me  a  bouquet  ? 

Strv. 
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Serv.  Your  honour  ? 

Mite.  Any  nofegays,  you  blockhead  ? 
-    Serv.  She  has  a  boy  with  a  bafket. 

Mite.  Shew  her  in  !  [Exit  Servant.'] — Well4 
t)ick,  you  will  go  down  to  my.  fteward,  and 
teach  him  the  beft  method  of  making  a  rouleau. 
And,  do  you  hear  ?  let  him  give  you  one  for 
your  pains; 

Waiter.  Your  honour's  obedient !  You'd  have 
me  attend  every  morning  ? 

Mite.  Without  doubt :  It  would  be  madnefs 
to  Ipfe  a  minute,  you  know,  [Exit  Waiter\ 

- 

Enter  Mrs.  Crocus. 

"Well;  Mrs.  Crocus ;  let  us  fee  what  you  have 
brought  me.  Your  lad  bouquet  was  as  big  a£ 
a  broom,  with  a  tulip  ftrutting  up  like  a  ma- 
giftrate's  macej  and,  befidesj  made  me  look 
like  a  devil. 

Croats.  I  hope  your  honour  could  find -no 
fault  with  the  flowers  ?  It  is  true,  the  polyan- 
thufes  were  a  little  pinched  by  theeailerly  winds  ; 
but  for  pip,  colour,  and  eye,""!  defy  the  whole 
parifh  of  Fulham  to  match  'eqi. 

Mite.  Perhaps  not ;  but  it  ivs  not  the  flowers, 
bv;t  ihe  mixture,  I  blame.  Why,  here  now, 
Mrs.  Crocus,  one  mould  think  you  were  out  of 
your  fcnfcs,  to  cram  ijnhis- clump  of  jonquik  ! 

Crccus, 
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Crocus.  I  thought  your  honour  was  fond  of 

their  fmell. 

.  * 

Mite.  Damn  their  fmell!  it  is  their  colour  I 
talk  of.  You  know  my  complexion  has  bee.n 
tinged  by  the  Eaft,  and  you  bring  me  here  a 
•blaze  of  yellow,  that  gives  me  the  jaundice. 
Look  !  do  you  fee  here,  what  a  fine  figure  I  cut? 
You  might  as  well  have  tied  me  to  a  bundle  of 
fun-flowers  ! 

Crocus.  I  beg  pardon,  your  honour! 

Mite.  Pardon  !  there  is  no  forgiving  faulrg  of 

this  kind.     Juit  fo   you  ferved  Harry  Hectic ; 

you  (luck  into  his  bofora  a  parcel  of  hyacinths, 

.  though  the  poor  fellow's  face  is  as  pale  as  a 

primrofe. 

Crocus.  I  did  not  know 

Mite.  And  there,  at  the  opera,  the  poor  crea 
ture  fat  in  his  fide-box,  looking  like  one  of  the 
figures  in  the  glafs-cafes  in  Weftminfter-Abbey ; 
dead  and  dreft  ! 

:      Crocus.  If  gentlemen  would  but  give  dire.c- 
tionsy  I  would  make  it  my  (ludy  to  fuit  'em.' 

Mite.  But  that  your  curfed  climate  won't  let 
you.  Have  you  any  pinks  or  carnations  in 
bloom  ? 

Crocus.  They  are  not  in  feafon,  your  honour. 

-Lillies  or'  the  valley 

i  hate  the  whole   tribp !    What,  you 

want 
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want  to  drefs  me  up  like  a  corpfc  !  When  mall 
you  have  any  rofe-buds  ? 

Crow.  The  latter  end  of  the  month,  pleafg 
your  honour. 

Mite.  At  that  time  you  may  call. 

Crocus.  Your  honour  has  no  further  com* 
mands  ? 

14  Mite.  None,  You  may  fend  nofegays  for  my 
chairmen,  as  ufual.  [Exit  Mrs.  Crocus.]  Pic- 
card  !  Here,  take  that  garland  away  :  I  believe 
the  woman  thought  Ihe  was  dreifing  a  may-pole, 
Make  me  a  bouquet  with  the  artificial  flowers 
J  brought  from  M;lan. 

Enter  Servant. 

Seru.  Would  your  honour  pleafe  to  fee  Ma-» 
dam  Match'em  ? 

ftlite.   Introduce  her  this  inflant. 

Enter  Mrs.  MatcVem. 

My  dear  Match'em !  Well,  what  news  frqjri 
Cheapfide  ? 

Matfb.  Bad  enough  ;  very  near  a  total  defeat. 

Mite.  How  fo  ?  you  were  furnilhed  with  a.m- 
ple  materials. 

Match.  But  not  of  the  right  kind,  pleafe  your 
honour.  I  have  had  but  little  intercourfe  with 
that  part  of  fhe  world  ;  My  buftnefs  has  chiefly 

lain, 
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lain  on  this  fide  of  the  Bar;  and  I  was  weak 
enough  to  think  both  cities  alike. 

Mite.  And  arn't  they  ? 

Match.  No  two  nations  can  differ  fo  widely ! 
Though  money  is  fuppofed  the  idol  of  mer 
chants,  their  wives  don't  agree  in  the  worfhip. 

Mite.  In  that  article  I  thought  the  whole 
"world  was  united. 

Match.  No  j  they  don't  know  what  to  do 
with  their  money  ;  a  Pantheon  fubfcription,  or 
a  mafquerade  ticket,  is  more  negotiable  there 
than  a  note  from  the  Bank. 

Mite.  What  think  you  of  a  bracelet,  or  a 
well-fancied  aigret  ? 

Match.  I  mould  think  they  muft  make  their 
way. 

Mite.  I  have  fent  fome  rough  diamonds  to 
be  polifhed  in  Holland ;  when  they  are  returned, 
I  will  equip  you,  Match'em,  with  fome  of  thefe 
toys. 

Match.  Toys  ?  how  light  he  makes  of  thefe 
things ! — Blefs  your  noble  and  generous  foul ! 
I  believe  for  a  trifle  more  I  could  have  obtained 
.Lady  Lurcher  laft  night. 

Mite.  Indeed  ? 

Match.  She  has  been  prefled  a  good  deal  to 

difcharge  an  old  fcore,  long  due  to  a  knighc 

from  the  North ;  and  play- debts,  your  honour 

F  knows, 
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knows,  there  is  no  paying  in  part :  She  fcemed 
deeply  diftrefTed ;  and  I  really  believe  another  hun 
dred  would  have  made  up  the  fum. 

Mite.  And  how  came  you  not  to  advance  it  ? 

Match.  I  did  not  chufe  to  exceed  my  com 
miflion  j  your  honour  knows  the  bill  was  only 
for  five. 

Mite.  Oh,  you  mould  have  immediately  ma-Je 
it  up ;  you  know  I  never  ftint  myfclf  in  thefe 
matters. 

Match.  Why,  had  I  been  in  cam,  1^  believe  I 
mould  have  ventured,  your  honour.  If  your 
honour  approves,  I  have  thought  of  a  project 
that  will  fave  us  both  a  good  deal  of  trouble. 

Mite.  Communicate,  good  Mrs.  Match'em  ! 

Match.  That  I  may  not  pefter  you  with  ap 
plications  for  every  trifle  I  want,  fuppofe  you 
were  to  depofit  a  round  fum  in  my  hands. 

Mite.  What,  Match'em,  make  you  my  banker 
for  beauty  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Match.  Exactly,  your  honour.     Ha,  ha,  hi ! 

Mite.  Faith,  Match'em,  a  very  good  conceit. 

Match.  You  may  depend  on  my  punctuality 
in  paying  your  drafts. 

Mite.  I  don't  harbour  the  lead  doubt  of  your 
honour. 

Match.  Would  you  have  me  proceed  in  Patty 
Parrington's  bufmefs  ?  She  is  expected  from  Bath 
in  a  week. 

Mite. 
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Mite.  And  what  becomes  of  her  aunt  ? 

Match.  That  Argus  is  to  be  left  in  the  country. 

Mite.  You  had  better  fufpend  your  operations 
for  a  while.  Do  you  know,  Mrs.  Match'em, 
that  I  am  a-going  to  be  married  ? 

Match.  Married  ?  your  honour*s  pleafed  to  be 
pleafant :  That  day  I  hope  never  to  fee. 

Mite.  The  treaty  wants  nothing  but  her  friends* 
ratification  ;  and  I  think  there  is  no  danger  of 
their  with-holding  that. 

Match.  Kay,  then,  the  matter  is  as  good  as 
concluded  :  I  was  always  in  dread  of  this  fatal 
ftroke ! 

Mite.  But,  March'em,  why  fhould  you  be  fo 
avcrfe  to  the  mcafure  ? 

Match.  Can  it  be  thought,  that  with  dry  eyes 
I  could  bear  the  lofs  of  fuch  a  friend  as  your 
honour  ?  I  don't  know  how  it  is,  but  I  am  fure 
I  never  took  fuch  a  fancy  to  any  man  in  my  life. 

Mite.  Nay,  Match'em  ! 

Match.  Something  To  magnificent  and  princely 
in  all  you  fay  or  do,  that  a  body  has,  as  I  may 
fay,  a  pleafure  in  taking  pains  in  your  fervice. 

Mite.  Well,  but  prichee,  child 

Match.    And    then,  when  one   has  brought 
matters  to  bear,  no  after-reproaches,  no  grum 
blings  from  parties,  fuch  general  fatisfaction  on 
all  fides  !  I  am  fure,  fmce  the  death  of  my  huf- 
F  2  band, 
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band,  as  honed  a  man,  except  the  thing  he  died 

for 

Mite.  How  came  that  about,  Mrs.  Match'em  ? 
Match.  Why,  Kit  was  rather  apt  to  be  carelefs, 
and  put  a  neighbour's  name  to  a  note  without 
flopping  to  alk  his  confent. 
Mite.  Was  that  all  ? 

Match.  Nothing  elfe.  Since  that  day,  I  faw 
no  mortal  has  caught  my  eye  but  your  honour. 

Mite.  Really,  Match'em  ? 

Match.  I  can't  fay,  neither,  it  was  the  charms 
of  your  perfon — though  they  are  fuch  as  any 
lady  might  like-^-but  it  was  the  beauties  of  your 
mind,  that  made  an  imprefiion  upon  me. 

Mite.  Nay,^>rithee,  Match'em,  dry  up  your 
tears  !  you  diftrefs  me  !  Be  perfuaded  you  have 
nothing  to  fear, 

Match.  How  ! 

Mite.  Why,  you  don't  fuppofe  that  I  am 
prompted  to  this  project  by  pafiion  ? 

Match.  No  ? 

Mite.  Pho  !  no  ;  only  wanted  a  wife  to  com 
plete  my  eftablifhment ;  juft  to  adorn  the  head 
of  my  table. 

Match.  To  flick  up  in  your  room,  like  any 
other  fine  piece  of  furniture  ? 

Mite.  Nothing  elfe ;  as  an  antique  buft  or  a 
picture. 

Jtfatck. 
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Match.  That  alters  the  cafe, 

Mite.  Perhaps,  I  lhall  be  confined  a  little  at 
firft  ;  for  when  you  take  or  bury  a  wife,  decency 
requires  that  you  fhould  keep  your  houfe  for  a 
week  :  After  that  time,  you  will  find  me,  dear 
Match'em,  all  that  you  can  wifli. 

Match.  Ah  !  that  is  more  than  your  honour 
can  tell.  I  have  known  fome  of  my  gentlemen, 
before  marriage,  make  as  firm  and  good  reiblu- 
tions  not  to  have  the  leaft  love  or  regard  for  their 
•wives  ;  but  they  have  been  feduced  after  all,  and 
turned  out  the  pooreft  tame  family  fools  1 

Mite.  Indeed  ? 

Match.  Good  for  nothing  at  all, 

Mite.  That  lhall  not  be  my  cafe. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Your  honour's  levee  is  crouded. 

Mite.  I  come.  Piccard,  give  me  my  coat! — I 
have  had  fome  thoughts  of  founding  in  this  town 
a  fcraglio;  they  are  of  fingular  ufe  in  the  Indies: 
Do  you  think  I  could  bring  it  to  bear  ? 

Match.  Why,  a  cuftomer  of  mine  did  formerly 
make  an  attempt ;  but  he  purfued  too  violent 
meafures  at  firtt ;  wanted  to  confine  the  ladies 
againft  their  confent  i  and  that  500  in  a  country 
of  freedom. 

Mite.  Oh,  fy  !  How  the  beft  inftitutions  may 
fail,  for  want  of  a  man  proper  to  manage  ! 
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'Match.  But  your  honour  has  had  grent  ex 
perience.  If  you  would  bellow  the  direction  on 
me 

Mite.  Impoffible,  Match'em  !  in  the  Eaft  we 
never  confide  that  office  to  your  fex  or  com 
plexion.  I  had  ibme  thoughts  of  importing 
three  blacks  from  Bengal, who  have  been  properly 
prepared  for  the  fervice  •,  but  I  fha'n't  venture 
till  the  point  is  determined  whether  thofe  crea 
tures  are  to  be  confidered  as  mere  chattels,  or 
jnen.  \Exeunt. 

A  Saloon. 

Enter  Mayor^  Touchit,  Nxtban,  MoJeSy  &c. 

Serv.  Walk  in,  gentlemen  !  his  honour  will 
be  prefently  here. 

Vcufbit.  Do  you  fee,  Mr.  Mayor  ?  look  about 
you  !  here  are  noble  apartments ! 

Mayor.  Very. fine,  very  curious,  indeed  !  But^ 
after  all,  Mafter  Touchit,  I  am  not  fo  over-fond 
of  thefe  Nabobs  •,  for  my  part,  I  had  rather  fell 
myfeif  to  fomebody  elfe. 

foucbit.  And  why  fo,  Mr.  Mayor  ? 

Mayor.  I  don't  know — they  do  a  mortal  deal 
of  harm  in  the  country  :  Why,  wherever  any  of 
them  fettles,  it  raifes  the  price  of  provifions  for 
thirty  miles  round.  People  rail  at  feafons  and 
crops  -,  in  my  opinion,  it  is  all  along  with  them 
there  folks,  that  things  are  fo  fcarce. 

foucbtt. 
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Touchit.  Why,  you  talk  like  a  fool !  Suppofe 
they  have  mounted  the  beef  and  mutton  a  trifle; 
a'n't  we  obliged  to  them  too  for  raifins  the  value 

\j  ^ 

of  boroughs  ?  You  Ihould  always  fet  one  againft 
t'other. 

Mayor.  That,  indeed,  is  nothing  but  fair.  But 
how  comes  it  about  ?  and  where  do  thefe  here 
people  get  all  their  wealth  ? 

Touchit.  The  way  is  plain  enough ;  from  our 
fettlements  and  pofiefiions  abroad. 

Mayor.  Oh,  may  be  fo.  I've  been  often  minded 
to  afk  you  what  fort  of  things  them  there  fettle 
ments  are ;  becaufe  why,  as  you  know,  I  have 
been  never  beyond  fea. 

Touchit.  Oh,  Mr.  Mayor,  I  will  explain  that 
in  a  moment :  Why,  here  are  a  body  of  mer 
chants  that  beg  to  be  admitted  as  friends,  and  take 
pofTdfion  of  a  fmall  fpot  in  a  country,  and  carry 
on  a  beneficial  commerce  with  the  inofFenfive  and 
innocent  people,  to  which  they  kindly  give  their 
confent. 

Mayor.  Don't  you  think  now  that  is  very  civil 
of  them  ? 

foucbit.  Doubtlefs.  Upon  which,  Mr.  Mayor, 
we  cunningly  encroach,  and  fortify  by  little  and 
by  little,  till  at  length,  we  growing  too  ftrong 
for  the  natives,  we  turn  them  out  of  their  lands, 
and  take  poflcfilon  of  thtir  money  and  jewels. 

Mayor. 
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Mayor.  And  don't  you  think,  Matter  Touchit, 
that  is  a  little  uncivil  in  us  ? 

Touchit.  Oh,  nothing  at  all :  Thefe  people 
are  but  a  little  better  than  Tartars  or  Turks. 

Mayor.  No,  no,  Matter  Touchit  -,  juft  the 
rcverfe ;  it  is  they  have  caught  the  Tartars  in  us. 

foucbit.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  well  faid,  Mr.  Mayor. 
But,  hufh  !  here  comes  his  honour.  Fall  back  ! 

Enter  Sir  Matthew  Mite. 

Mite.  Oh,  Nathan  !  are  you  there  ?  You  have 
fplit  the  ftock,  as  I  bid  you  ? 

Nathan.  I  vas  punctually  obey  your  directions. 

Mite.  And  1  fhall  be  in  no  danger  of  lofing 
my  lift  ? 

Nathan.  Dat  is  fafe,  your  honour  j  we  have 
poring  to  fear. 

Mite.  Mofes  Mendoza  !  You  will  take  care  to 
qualify  Peter  Pratewell  and  Counfellor  Quibble  ? 
I  (hall  want  fome  fpeakers  at  the  next  General 
Court. 

Mofcs.  Pleafe  your  honour,  I  fliall  be  careful 
cf  dat. 

Mile.  How  is  the  ftock  ? 

Mofes.  It  vas  got  up  the  end  of  the  veek. 

Mite.  Then  fell  out  till  you  fink  it  two  and  a 
half.  Has  my  advice  been  followed  for  burning 
the  tea  ? 

Mofes. 
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Mofes.  As  to  dat  matter,  I  vas  not  enquire 
dat  j  I  believe  not. 

Mite.  So  that  commodity  will  foon  be  a  drug. 
The  Englilh  are  too  proud  to  profit  by  the  prac 
tice  of  others :  What  would  become  of  the  fpice 
trade>  if  the  Dutch  brought  their  whole  growth 
to  market  ? 

Mofes.  Dat  is  very  true.  Your  honour  has 
no  farder  commands  ? 

Mite.  None  at  prefent,  matter  Mendoza. 

[Exit  Mendoza '. 

Nathan.  For  de  next  fettlerrienr,  would  your 
honour  be  de  bull  or  de  bear  ? 

Mite.  I  fhall  fend  you  my  orders  to  jona* 
than's.  Oh,  Nathan  !  did  you  tell  that  man  in 
Berkfhire,  I  would  buy  his  eftate  ? 

Nathan.  Yes;  but  he  fay  he  has  no  mind, 
no  occafion  to  fell  it  •,  dat  de  eftate  belong  to 
great  many  faders  before  him. 

Mite.  Why,  the  man  muft  be  mad ;  did  you 
tell  him  I  had  taken  a  fancy  to  the  fpot,  when  I 
was  but  a  boy  ? 

Nathan.  I  vas  tell  him  as  much. 

Mite.  And  that  all  the  time  I  was  in  India, 
my  mind  was  bent  upon  the  purchafc  ? 

Nathan.  I  vas  fay  fo. 

Mite.  And  now  I'm  come  home,  am  deter 
mined  to  buy  it  ? 

G  Nathan. 
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Nathan.  I  make  ufe  of  de  very  vords. 

Mite.  Well  then  !  what  would  the  booby  bd. 
at? 

Nathan.  I  don't  know. 

Mite.  Give  the  fellow  four  times  the  value, 
and  bid  him  turn  out  in  a  m.onth. — \¥o  Toucbit.] 
May  I  prefume,  Sir,  to  aik  who  you  are,  and 
what  your  bufmefs  may  be  ? 

'tfcucbit.  My  name,  Sir,  is  Touchit,  and  thefe 
gentlemen  ibme  friends  and  neighbours  of  mine. 
We  are  ordered  by  the  Chriftian  Club,  of  the 
borough  of  Bribe'em,  to  wait  upon  your  honour, 
with  a  tender  of  the  nomination  of  our  two- 
members  at  the  enfuing  election. 

Mite.  Sir,  I  accept  their  offer  with  pleafure  j 
and  am  happy  to  find,  notwithstanding  all  that 
has  been  faid,  that  the  union  (fill  fublifts  be 
tween  Bengal  and  the  ancient  corporation  of 
Bribe'em. 

Toucbit.  And  if  they  eve?  are  fevered,  I  can 
nCure  your  honour  the  Chriftian  Club  will  not  be 
to  blame.  Your  honour  underllands'  me,  I  hope  ? 
Mite.  Perfectly.  Nor  mall  it,  I  promife  you, 
be  my  fault,  good  Mr.  Touchit.  But,  (you  will 
forgive  my  curiofity,  Sir  !)  the  name  your  club 
has  adopted,  has  at  firit  a  whimfical  found  j  but 
youthad  your  reafons,  no  doubt. 

Toucbif.   The"  very   belt  in  the  world,  pleafe. 

your 


THE      NABOB.  43 

your  honour  :  From  our  ftrict  union  and  bro 
therly  kindnels,  we  hang,  together  •,  like  the 
primitive  Chriftians  too,  we  have  all  things  in 
common. 

Mils.  In  common  ?  I  don't  apprehend  you. 

Toucbit.  Why,  pleafe  your  honour,  when  the 
bargain  is  ftruck,  and  the  depofit  is  made/  as  a 
proof  that  we  love  our  neighbours  as  well  as 
ourfelves,  we  fubmit  to  an  equal  partition ;  no 
man  has  a  larger  (hare  than  another. 

Mite.  A  moft  Chriftian-like  difpenfation  ! 

Touchit.  Yes ;  in  our  borough  all  is  unanimity 
now  :  Formerly,  we  had  nothing  but  discontents 
and  heart-burnings  amongft  us  •,  each  man  jea 
lous  and  afraid  that  his  neighbour  got  more  and 
(did  better  than  him. 

Mite.  Indeed  ? 

Touchit.  Ay,  and  with  reafon  fometimes. 
Why,  I  remember,  at  the  election  fome  time  ago, 
when  I  took  up  my  freedom,  I  could  get  but 
thirty  guineas  for  a  new  pair  of  jack-boots ; 
whilft  Tom  Ramfkin  over  the  way  had  a  fifty- 
pound  note  for  a  pair  of  wam-leather  breeches, 

Mite.  Very  partial  indeed  ! 

Voucbit.  So,  upon  the  whole,  we  thought  ic 
beft  to  unite. 

Mite.  Oh,  much  the  bed.     Well,   Sir,  you 

pay  allure  your  principals  that  I  lhall  take  care 

G  2  properly 
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properly    to  acknowledge  the   feryice  they  do 
rne. 

Touchit.  No  doubt,  no  doubt,  ^ut—  will 
your  honour  ftep  a  little  this  way  ?  —  Though  no 
qucftion  can  be  ma,de  of  your  honour's  keeping 
your  word,  yet  it  has  always  been  the  rule  with 
our  club  to  receive  the  proper  acknowledgment 
before  the  fervice  is  done. 

Mile.  Ay,  but,  Mr.  Touchit,  fuppofe  the; 
fervice  {hould  never  be  done  ? 

Touchit.  What  then  muft  become  of  our  con- 
Jciences  ?  We  are  Chriftians,  your  honour. 

Mite.  True  ;  bur,  Mr.  Touchit,  you  reinem? 
ber  the  proyerb  ? 

Toncjjit.   What  proverb,  your  honour  ? 

Mite.  There  are  two  bad  pay-mafters  -,  thofe 
who  pay  before,  an*!  thofe  who  never  pay. 

Yoiicktt.  True,  your  honour  ;  but  our  club 
has  always  found,  that  thofe  who  don't  pay  be> 
fore  are  lure  never  to  pay. 

Mite.  How  !  impoflible  !  the  man  who  breaks 
bis  word  with  luch  faithful  and  honed  adhe* 
rents,  cleferves  richly  ji  halter.  Gentlemen,  in 
my  opinion,  he  deferves  to  be  hanged. 

if.  FJufii  !  have  a  care  what  you  fay. 


Mite.   V.'hai  is  the  matter  ? 


youcbjt.  You  fee  the  fat  man  that  is  behind  j 
he  wijl  be  the  returning  officer  at  the  election. 
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M/e.  What  then  ? 

1'oucbit.  On  a  gibbet  at  the  end  of  our  town, 
there  hangs  a  fmuggler,  for  robbing  the  cuftorn,- 
houfe. 

Mite.  Well? 

Toucbif.  The  mayor's  own  brother,  your  ho 
nour  :  Now,  perhaps,  he  may  be  jealous  that  you 
meant  to  throw  fome  refkdtion  on  him  or  his 
family. 

Mite.  Npt  unlikely. — I  fay,  gentlemen,  who- 
ever  violates  his  promife  to  fuch  faithful  friends 
as  you  are,  in  my  poor  opinion,  deferves  to  be 
damned  ! 

foucbit.  That's  right !  ftick  to  that !  for  tho? 
the  Chriftian  Club  may  have  fome  fears  of 
the  gallows,  they  don't  value  damnation  of  a. 
farthjng. 

Mite.  Why  mould  they,  as  it  may  be  fo  long 
before  any  thing  of  that  kind  may  happen,  you 

know  ? 

•• 

Toucbit.  Good  !   good  again  !    Your  honour 
**          ^? 

takes  us  rightly,  I  fee :  I  make  no  doubt,  it  won't 
be  long  before  we  come  to  a  good  underftanding. 

Mite.  The  fooner  the  better,  good  mafter 
Touchit;  and?  therefore,  in  one  word,  pray  what 
are  your  terms  ? 

T'oucbit,  Do  you  mean  for  one,  qr  would  your 
l)om>ur  bargain  for  both  ? 
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Mite.  Both,  both. 

Touchif.  Why,  we  could  not  have  afforded  yon 
one"  under  three  thoufand  at  lead  -,  but  as  your 
honour,  as  I  may  fay,  has  a  mind  to  deal  in  the 
grofs,  we  mall  charge  you  but  five  for  both. 

Mite.  Oh  fy !  above  the  market,  good  Mr. 
tTonchit ! 

'Toucbit.  Dog-cheap;  neck-beef;  a  penny- 
loaf  for  a  halfpenny!  Why,  we  had  partly 
agreed  to'  bring  in  Sir  Chriftopher  Quinze  and 
major  Match'em  for  the  very  fame  money  ;  but 
the  major  has  betn  a  little  unlucky  at  Almack's, 
and  at  prefent  can't  depofit  the  needful ;  but  he 
fays,  however,  if  he  mould  befuccefsfulatthenext 
Newmarket  meeting,  he  will  faithfully  abide  by 
the  bargain  :  But  the  turf,  your  honour  knows, 
is  but  an  uncertain  eflate,  and  fo  we  crji't  de 
pend  upon  him. 

Mite.  True.  Well,  Sir,  as  I  may  foon  have 
occafion  for  all  the  friends  I  can  make,  I  lhall 
haggle  no  longer;  I  accept  your  propofals  :  Iq 
the  next  room  we  will  fettle  the  terms. 

'Touchit.  Your  honour  will  always  find  the 
Chriftians  fleady  and  firm. — But,  won't  your 
honour  introduce  us  to  his  Worfhip  whiltt  we, 
pre  here ? 

Mite.   To  his  Worfhip  ?  to  whom  ? 
ucbit.  To  the  gentleman  in  black. 

Mite, 
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*  Mite.  Worfhip  ?  you  are  mad,  Mr.  Tquchit  1 
That  is  a  Gave  I  brought  from  the  Indies*      ;  \<± 

Toucbit.  Good  lack !  may  be  fo !  J-did  not  know 
but  the  gentleman  might  belong  to  the;  tribe, 
who,  we  arc  told  by  the  papers,  conferred  thole, 
fplendid  titles  upon  your  honour  in  India. 

Mite.  Well,  Matter  Touchit,  what  then^? 

Toucbit.  I  thought  it  not  unlikely,  but,  in 
return  to  that  compliment,  your  honour  might 
chufe  to  make  one  of  the  family  member  for 
the  corporation  of  Bribe'em. 

Mite.  Why,  you  would  not  fubmit  to  accept 
of  a  Neoro  ? 

^J  IO*    4VM        <^+    J  •      K     \       " 

Ttltcbit.  Our  prefent  members,  for  aught  we 
know,  may  be  of  the  fame  complexion^  your 
honour  j  for  we  have  never  fet  eyes  on  them  yet.f 

Mite.  That's  ftrange  !  But,  after  all,  you 
could  not  think  of  electing  a  black  ? 

'Toiu'bit.  That  makes  no  difference  to  us :  The 
Chriftian  Club  has  ever  been  perfuaded,  that  a 
good  candidate,  like  a  good  horfe,  can't  be  of 
a  bad  colour.  [Exit  witb  friends. 

. 
Enter  Tbbttaf  Oldbam  and  otbers. 

Mite  [to  Oldbdm].  What  is  your  bufincfsj 
and  name  ? 

fbvmas.  Oldham. 
>.t  Mitf. 
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Mite.  The  brother  of  Sir  John  ?  I  have  heard 
of  you  :  You  are,  if  I  miftake  not,  a  merchant  ? 

'Thomas.  I  have  that  honour,  Sir  Matthew. 

Mite.  Urn  !  honour  \ — Well,  Sir ;  and  what 
are  your  commands  ? 

Thomas.  I  wait  on  you  in  the  name  of  my  bra* 
ther,  with 

Mite.  An  anfwer  to  the  mefiage  I  fcnt  him. 
When  do  we  meet  to  finifh  the  matter  ?  It  muft 
be  tomorrow,  or  Sunday,  for  I  (hall  be  buty 
next  week. 

Thomas.  Tomorrow  ? 

Mite.  Ay  -,  it  is  not  for  a  man  like  me  to  dart- 
gle  and  court,  Mr.  Oldham. 

Thomas.  Why,  to  be  plain,  Sir  Matthew,  it 
Ivould,  I  am  afraid,  be  but  lofing  your  time. 

Mite.  Sir? 

Thomas. 'As  there  is  not  one  in  the  family,  that 
fcems  the  lead  inclined  to  favour  your  wifh. 

Mite.  No?  ha,  ha,  ha  !  that's  pleafant  enough  ! 
ha,  ha,  ha !  And  why  not  ? 

Thomas.  They  are,  Sir  Matthew,  no  ftrangers 
to  you?  great  power  and  wealth ;  but  corrupt  as 
you  may  conceive  this  country  to  be,  there  are 
iuperior  fpirirs  living,  who  would  difdain  an  al 
liance  with  grandeur  obtained  at  the  expence  of 
honour  and  virtue. 

Mite. 
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Mite.  And  what  relation  has  this  fentimental 
declaration  to  me  ? 

Thomas.  My  intention.  Sir  Matthew,  was  not 
to  offend  ;  I  was  defired  to  wait  on  you  .with  a 
civil  denial. 

Mite.  And  you  have  faithfully  difcharged  your 
commiffion. 

Thomas.  Why,  I'm  a  man  of  plain  manners, 
Sir  Matthew  ;  a  fupercilious  air,  or  a  fneer,  won't 
prevent  me  from  fpeaking  my  thoughts. 

Mite.  Perfectly  right,  and  prodigioully  pru 
dent  l-s-Well,  Sir-,  I  hope  it  won't  be  thought 
too  prefuming,  if  I  defire  to  hear  my  fentence 
proceed  from  the  mouth  of  the  father  and 
daughter. 

Thomas.  By  all  means  j  I  will  wait  on  you 
thither. 

MiU.  That  is  not  fo  convenient,  at  prefcnt. 
I  have  brought  from  Italy,  antiques,  fome  cu 
rious  remains,  which  are  to  be  depofited  in  the 
archives  of  this  country  :  The  Antiquarian  So 
ciety  have,  in  confequence,  chofen  me  one  of  their 
body,  and  this  is  the  hour  of  reception, 

Thomas.  We  {ball  fee  yop  in  the  courfe  of 
the  day  ? 

Mile.  At  the  clofe  of  the  ceremony.  Perhaps, 
1  fhall  have  fomething  to  urge,  that  may  procure 
me  fome  favour  from  your  very  refpe&able 

H 
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family. — Piccard,  attend  Mr.  A — a — a  to  the 
door. 

'Thomas.  I  guefs  your  defign.  [Exit., 

Mite.  Who  waits  there  ? 

Enter  Servant. 

Step  to  my  attorney  directly ;  bid  him  attend  me 
within  an  hour  at  Oldham's,  armed  with  all  the 
powers  I  gave  him.  [Exit  Servant. 

I  will  fee  if  1  can't  bend  to  my  will  this  ft1  <}y 
race  of  infolent  beggars  ! — After  all,  rid.,  a 
man  who  knows  how  to  employ  them,  arc 
Xifeful  in  England  as  in  any  part  of  theEaii :  There 
they  gain  us  thofe  ends  in  fpite  and  defiance  of 
law,  which,  with  a  proper  agent,  may  here  be 
obtained  under  the  pretence  and  colour  of  law. 


ACT 
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ACT        III. 

Antiquarian    Society. 

Secretary. 

SI  R  Matthew  Mite,  preceded  by  his  prefents4 
Will  attend    this    honourable   Society  this 
morning. 

1  Ant.  Is  he  apprifed  that  an  inauguration- 
fpeech  is  required,  in  which  he  is  to  exprefs  his 
love  of  vertu,  and  produce  proofs  of  his  antique 
erudition  ? 

Sec.    He  has  been  apprifed,    and  is  rightly- 
prepared . 

2  Ant.  Are  the  minutes  x>f  our  laft  meeting, 
fairly  recorded  and  entered  ? 

Sec.  They  are. 

1  Ant.  And  the  valuable  antiques  which  have 
happily  efcaped  the  depredations  of  time  ranged 
and  regiftered  rightly  ? 

Sec.  All  in  order. 

2  Ant.  As  there  are  new  acquifitions  to  the 
Society's  flock,  I  think  it  is  right  that  the  mem 
bers  fnould  be  inftructed  in  their  feveral  natures 
and  names. 

i  Ant.  By  all  means.     Read  the  lift  ! 
Sec.  "  Imprimis,  In  a  large  glafs-cafe,  and  in 
"  fine  prefervation,  the  toe  of  the  flipper  of 
H  2  "  Cardinal 
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"  Cardinal  Pandulpho,  with  which  he  kick'd  tn£ 
"  breech  of  King  John  at  Swinilead- Abbey,  when; 
*'  he  gave  him  abfolutidn  and  penance." 

2  Ant.  A  moft  noble  remains  ! 

i  Ant.  An  excellent  antidote  agataft  the  pro- 
grefs  of  Popery,  as  it  proves  the  Pontiff's  info- 
Jent  abufe  of  his  power  ! — Proceed. 

Sec.  "  A  pair  of  nut-crackers  prefented  by 
<c  Harry  the  Eighth  to  Anna  Bullen  the  eve  of 
"  their  huprials  ;  the  wood  fuppofed  to  be 
a  walnut." 

i  Ant.  Which  proves  that  before  the  Reforma 
tion  walnut-trees  were  planted  in  England. 

See.  "  The  cape  of  Queen  Elizabeth's  ridlng- 
"  hood,  which  fhe  wore  on  a  folemn  feftival, 
<c  when  carried  behind  Burleigh  to  Paul's  ;  the 
*'  cloth  undoubtedly  Kidderminftef." 

a  Ant.  A  moft  inftrucYive  leiTon  to  us,  as  it 
proves  that  patriotic  princcfs  wore  nothing  buc 
the  manufactures  of  England  ! 

fee.  "  A  cork-fcrew  prefented  by  Sir  John 
c<  Falftaff  to  Harry  the  Fifth,  with  a  tobacco- 
"  Hopper  of  Sir  Walter  Raleigh's,  made  of  the 
"  ftern  of  the  fhip  in  which  he  firft  compaffed 
"  the  globe  -,  given  to  the  Society  by  a  clergy- 
t?  man  froni  the  North-Riding  of  Yorkmire." 

I  Ant.  A  rare  inftance  of  gc-ncrofity,  as  they 
muft  have  both  been  of  fingular  ufe  to  the  reve 
rt  nd  Jonor  himfclf  1 

Sec. 
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Stc.  "  A  curious  collection,  in  regular  and 
*'  undoubted  fucccflion,  of  all  the  tickets  of 
"  Iflington-Turnpike,  from  its  fifft  inilitution 
"  to  the  twentieth  of  May." 

2  Ant.  Preferre  them  with  care,  as  they  may 
hereafter  fefve  to  illuftrate  that  part  of  the' 
Englifli  Hiftory. 

Sec.  "  A  wooden  medal  of  Shakefpeare,  made* 
**  from  themulberry-tree  he  planted  himfelf-;  Cyith 
"  a  Queen  Anne's  farthing;  from  the  Manager  01 
"  Drury-Lane  Playhoufe." 

i  Ant.  Has  he  received  the  Society's  thanks?. 

Sec.  They  are  fenti 

Enter  Beadle. 

beadle.  Sir  Matthew  Mite  attends  at  the  door. 
i  Ant.  Let  him  be  admitted  direclly. 


Enter  Sir  Matthew  Mitey  preceded  by  four 
firft  Black  bearing  a  large  book  ;  Jecond,  a  green 
fbamber-pot  j  third,  fome  lava  from  the  mountain 
fajuvius  ;  fourth,  a  box.  Sir  Matthew  takes  bit 
jeat  ;  Secretary  receives  the  firft  present,  and  reads 
the  label. 

Set.  "  Purchafed  of  the  Abbe  Montini  at 
"  Naples  for  five  hundred  pounds,  an  illegible 
tl  manufcript  in  Latin,  containing  the  twelve 
"  books  of  Livy,  fuppolcd  t<3.bc  loll.'1 
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Mitt.  This  invaluable  treafure  was  very  near 
falling  into  the  hands  of  the  Pope,  who  defigned 
to  depofit  it  in  the  Vatican  Library,  and  I  re- 
fcued  it  from  idolatrous  hands. 

1  Ant.  A  pious,  learned,  and   laudable  pur- 
chafe  ! 

Sec.  {receives  the  Jecond  prejentj  and  reads  the 
tabel.~\  "  A  farcophagus,  or  Roman  urn,  dug 
*'  from  the  temple  of  Concord." 

Mite.  Suppofed  to  have  held  the  duft  of 
Marc-Antony's  coachman. 

Sec  .  [receives  the  third  prejent,  and  reads.~\  "  A 
*'  large  piece  of  the  lava,  thrown  from  the  Vefuviart 
"  volcano  at  the  laft  great  eruption." 

Mite.  By  a  chymical  analyfis,  it  will  be  eafy 
to  difcover  the  conftituent  parts  of  this  mafs  ; 
which,  by-  properly  preparing  it,  will  make  it  no 
difficult  tafk  to  propagate  burning  mountains  in 
England,  if  encouraged  by  premiums. 

2  Ant.  Which  it  will,   no  doubt  ! 

Mitt.  Gentlemen  !  Not  contented  with  col 
lecting,  for  the  ufe  of  my  country,  thefe  inefti- 
mable  relics,  with  a  large  catalogue  of  petri 
factions,  bones,  beetles,  and  butterflies,  con 
tained  in  that  box,  [fimKttg'ft  the  -prcfcnt  borne 
ty  the  fourth  Black.']  I  have  like  wife  laboured  fof 
the  advancement  of  national  knowledge  :  For 
which  end,  permit  me  to  clear  up  fon:e  doubt.5? 
tvlativw  to  a  material  and  ir.teiefl.ing  point  in  the 
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Englifh  hiftory .  Let  others  toil  to  illumine  the  dark, 
annals  of  Greece,  or  of  Rome;  my  fearches  are 
facred  only  to  the  fervice  of  Britain  ! 

The  point  I  mean  to  clear  up,  is  an  error  crept 
into  the  life  of  that  illuftrious  magiflrate,  the 
great  Whittington,  and  his  no-lds-eminent  Cat : 
And  in  this  diiquilition  four  material  points  are 
in  queftion. 

i  ft.  Did  Whittington  everexifl? 

id.  Was  Whittington  Lord-Mayor  of  Con 
don  ? 

jd.  Was  he  really  pofTefied  of  a  Cat  ? 

4th.  Was  that  Cat  the  fource  of  his  wealth  ? 

That  Whittington  lived,  no  doubt  can  be 
made  ;  that  he  was  Lord-Mayor  of  London,  is 
equally  true-,  but  as  to  his  Cat,  that,  gentle 
men,  is  the  gordian  knot  to  untie.  And  here, 
gentlemen,  be  it  permitted  me  to  define  what  a 
Cat  is.  A  Cat  is  a  domeftic,  whifkered,  four- 
footed  animal,  whofe  emplqyment  is  catching 
of  mice-,  but  let  Pufs  have  been  ever  fo  fubtle, 
let  Pufs  have  been  ever  Jo  fuccefsful,  to  what 
could  Pufs's  captures  amount  ?  no  tanner  can 
curry  the  fkin  of  a  moufe,  no  family  make  a 
meal  of  the  meat;  confcquently,  no  Cat  could 
give  Whittington  his  wealth.  From  whe.nce 
then  docs  this  error  proceed  ?  be  that  my  care 
to  point  out  ! 

The  commerce  this  worthy  merchant  carried 

on, 
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on,  was  chiefly  confined  to  our  coafts ;  for 
this  purpofe,  he  conftructed  a  vefiel,  which,  from 
its,  agility  and  lightnefs,  he  aptly  chriftened  a 
Cat.  Nay,  to  this  our  day,  gentlemen,  all  our 
coals  from  Newcaftle  are  imported  in  nothing 
but  Cats.  From  thence  it  appears,  that  it  was 
not  the  whifkered,  four-footed,  moufe-kiUingCar, 
that  was  the  iburce  of  the  magiftrate's  wealth, 
but  the  coafting,  failing,  coal-carrying  Cat  j  that, 
gentlemen,  was  Whittington's  Cat. 

i  Ant.  What  a  fund  of  learning  I 
i  tj 

£  Ant.  Amazing  acutenefs  of  erudition  ! 

1  Ant.   |^et  this  difcovery  be  made    public 
cjirectly. 

2  Ant.  And  the  author  mentioned  with  ho 
nour. 

i  Ant.  I  make  no  doubt  but  the  city  of  Lon 
don  will  defire  him  to  fit  for  his  picture,  or  ferid 
him  his  freedom  in  a  futy-pound  box. 

1  Ant.  The  honour  done  their  firft  magiflrate 
richly  deferves  it. 

1  Ant.  Break  we  up  this  aflembly,  with  a  loud 
declaration,  that  Sir  Matthew  Mite  is  equally 
(killed  in  arts  as  well  as  in  arms. 

2  Ant.  'Tarn  Mer curio  nuaw  Marti.  [Exe.  Ant. 
Mite.  Having  thus  difcharged  my  debt  to  the 

public,  I  mutt  attend  to  my  private  affairs.  Will 
Rapine,  my  attorney,  attend  as  I  bid  him  ? 
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Serv.  He  will  be  punctual,  your  honour. 
Mite.  Then  drive  to  Hanover-Square; 
Putty  [without].  I  will  come  in  ! 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  There's  a  little  fhabby  fellow  without, 
that  infifts  on  feeing  your  honour. 

Mite.   Why,  who  and  what  can  he  be  ? 

Serv.  He  calls  himfelf  Putty,  and  fays  he  went 
to  fchool  with  your  honour. 

Serv.  \witkin.~\  His  honour  don*t  know  you  ! 

Putty.  I  will  come  in !  Not  know  me,  you 
oaf?  what  mould  ail  him  ?  Why,  I  tell  you  we 
were  bred  up  together  from  boys.  Stand  by,  or 

I'll 

Enter  Putty. 

Hey !  yes,  it  is — no,  it  aVt— yes,  it  is  Mat> 
thew  Mite. — Lord  love  your  queer  face !  what 
a  figure  you  cut !  how  you  are  altered  !  well, 
had  I  met  with  you  by  chance,  I  don't  think 
I  mould  ever  have  known  you.     I  have  had  a 
deuced  deal  of  work  to  get  at  you. 
Mite.  This  is  a  lucky  encounter  t" 
Putty.  There  is  a  little  fat  fellow,  that  opens 
the  door  at  your  houfe,  was  as  pert  as  a  pren 
tice  juftoutof  his  time:  He  would  not  give  me  the 
lead  inkling  about  you  j  and  I  mould  have  re- 
I  turned 
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turned  to  Shoreditch  as  wife  as  I  came,  if  fome 
folks  who  are  gazing  at  the  fine  gilt  coach  in 
the  ftreet,  hadn't  told  me  'twas  yours.  Well, 
Mafter  Mite,  things  are  mainly  changed  fince  we 
were  boys  at  the  Blue-Coat :  Who  could  have 
thought  that  you  would  have  got  fo  up  in  the 
world?  for  you  know  you  were  reckoned  a  dull 
one  at  fchool. 

Ferv.  Friend,  do  you  know  who  you  talk  to  ? 

Putty.  Yes,  friend,  much  better  than  you  do. 
I  am  told  he  is  become  a  Knight,  and  a  Nabob  ; 
and  what  of  all  that  ?  For  your  Nabobs,  they 
are  but  a  kind  of  outlandifh  creatures,  that 
won't  pafs  current  with  us ;  and  as  to  knights, 
we  have  a  few  of  them  in  the  city,  whom  I  dare 
ipeak  to  without  dofEng  my  hat.  So,  Mr.  Scrape- 
trencher,  let's  have  no  more  of  your  jaw  ! — I 
lay,  Mat,  doefn't  remember  one  Eafter-Tuefday, 
how  you  tipt  the  barrow-woman  into  Fleet- 
Ditch,  as  we  were  going  about  with  the  hymns  ? 

Mite.  An  anecdote  that  docs  me  infinite  ho- 

• 

nour ! 

Putty.  How  all  the  folks  laughed  to  fee  how 
bolt  upright  (lie  flood  on  her  head  in  the  mud  ! 
ha !  ha !  ha !  And  one  fifth  of  November,  I 
fhall  never  forget  !  how  you  frightened  a  preach 
ing  methodift  taylor,  by  throwing  a  cracker  into 
the  pulpit. 

Mile. 
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Mite.  Another  pretty  exploit ! 

Putty.  At  every  bounce,  how  poor  Stitch  ca 
pered  and  jumped  !  Ah  \  many*s  the  merry  freak 
we  have  had  !  for  this  I  muft  fay,  though  Mat 
was  but  bad  at  his  book,  for  mifchiefful  mat 
ters  there  wafn'r  a  more  ingenous,  cuterer  lad  in 
the  fchool. 

Mite.  Yes ;  I  have  got  a  fine  reputation,  I  fee ! 

Putty.  Well,  but  Mat!  what,  be'ft  dumb? 
why  doefn't  fpeak  to  a  ichool-fellow  ? 

Mite.  That  at  prefent  is  more  than  I'll  own^— 
I  fancy,  Mr.  A— a— a,  you  have  made  fome 
miftake. 

Putty.  Some  miftake  ? 

Mite.  I  don't  recollect  that  I  ever  had  the  ho 
nour  to  know  you. 

Putty.  What,  don't  you  remember  Phil  Putty  ? 

Mite.  No. 

Putty.  That  was  prentice  to  Matter  Gibfon, 
the  glazier  in  Shoreditch  ? 

Mite.  No. 

Putty.  That  at  the  Blue^Coat-Hofpital  has 
often  faved  your  bacon  by  owning  your  pranks  ? 

Mite.  No. 

Putty.  No!   What,  then,  mayhap  you  ben't 

Mat  Mite,  fon  of  old  John  and  Margery  Mite, 

at  the  Sow  and  Saufage  in  St.  Mary  Axe,  that 

took  the  tarts  from  the  man  in  Pye-corner,  and 

I  2  was 
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was  fent  beyond  fea,  for  fear  worfe  fhould  come 
on  it  ? 

Mite.  You  fee,  Mr.  Putty,  the  glazier,  if  that; 
is  your  name  and  profefiion,  you  are  entirely  out 
in  this  matter ;  fo  you  need  not  repeat  your  vi- 
fits  to  me.  [Exit, 

Putty.  Now  here's  a  pretty  purfe-proud  fon 

pf  a who,   forfooth,  becaufe  he    is   grown 

great  by  robbing  the  heathens,  won't  own  an 
old  friend  and  acquaintance,  and  one  too  of  the 
livery  befide  !  Dammee,  the  great  Turk  himfelf 
need  not  be  afhamed  to  (hake  hands  with  a  citi 
zen  !  "  Mr.  Putty  the  glazier !"  well,  what  a 
pox  am  I  the  better  for  you  ?  I'll  be  fworn  our 
company  has  made  more  money  by  a  fingle 
election  at  Brentford,  than  by  all  his  exploits 
put  together.  [Exit. 

Sir  John  Oldham's  hoiife. 

Enter  Mr.  Thomas  Oldham,  followed  by  a  Servant , 

Thomas.  Sir  Matthew  Mite  is  not  come  ? 

Ser-v.  No,  Sir. 

Thomas.  Is  Tom  here  ? 

Serv.  Mr.  Oldham  is,  I  believe,  with  Mifs 
in  the  parlour. 

Thomas.  Let  him  know  I  would  fee  him, 
[Exit  Serv.'\  Poor  boy  !  Nay,  I  fincerely  grieve 
for  them  both !  this  difappointment,  like  an. 

untimely 
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untimely  froft,  will  hang  heavy  on  their  tender 
years :  To  conquer  the  firft  and  fined  feelings 
of  nature  is  an  arduous  tafk! 

Enter  Toting  Oldham. 

So,  Tom  !  ftill  attached  to  this  fpot,  I  perceive  ? 

T.  Old.  Sir,  I  arrived  but  the  inftant  before 
you. 

'Thomas.  Nay,  child,  I  don't  blame  you.  You 
are  no  ftranger  to  the  almoft-invincible  bars  that 
oppofe  your  views  on  my  niece;  it  would  be 
therefore  prudent,  inftead  of  indulging,  to  wean 
yourfelf  by  degrees. 

T.  Old.  Are  there  no  hopes,  then,  Sir,  of 
fubduing  my  aunt  ? 

'Thomas.  I  fee  none :  Nay,  perhaps,  as  mat 
ters  now  Hand,  a  compliance  may  be  out  of  her 
power. 

T.  Old.  How  is  that  poffible,  Sir  ?  out  of  her 
power  ? 

'Thomas.  I  won't  anticipate:  Misfortunes  come 
too  foon  of  themfelves  j  a  fhort  time  will  explain 
what  I  mean. 

T.  Old.  You  alarm  me !  Would  you  conde- 
fcend  to  inftruct  me,  I  hope,  Sir,  I  (hall  have 
discretion  enough— 

Thomas.  It  would  anfwer  no  end.  I  would 
have  you  both  prepare  for  the  word  :  Sec  your 

coufin 
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coufin  again  •,  and  remember,  this,  perhaps, 
may  be  the  laft  time  of  your  meeting. 

Y.  Old.  The  laft  of  our 

Thomas.  But  Sophy  is  here.  I  muft  go  in  to 
Sir  John.  [Oldbam  bows  low  to  Sophy  and  retires. 

JLnter  Sophy. 

Sephy.  Sir!  What  can  be  the  meaning  of  this  ? 
My  uncle  Oldham  avoids  me !  you  feem  {hocked  t 
no  additional  misfortune,  I  hope  ? 

T.  Old.  My  father  has  threatened  me,  in 
cbfcure  terms,  I  confefs,  with  the  worft  that 
can  happen. 

Sophy.   How ! 

T.  Old.  The  total,  nay,  perhaps,  immediate 
lofs  of  my  Sophy. 

Sophy.  From  what  caufe  ? 

T.  QltL  That  in  tendernefs  he  chofe  to  con? 
cral. 

Sophy.  But  why  make  it  a  myftery  ?  have  you 
no  guefs  ? 

T.  Old.  Not  the  mod  diftant  conception.  My 
lady's  diflike  would  hardly  prompt-  her  to  fuch 
violent  measures.  I  can't  comprehend  how  this 
can  pofiibly  be ;  but  yet  my  father  has  too  firm, 
too  manly  a  mind,  to  encourage  or  harbour  vain 
fears. 

Sophy.  Here  they  come.    I  iuppofe  the  riddle 

will  loon  be  explained. 

Enter 
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Enter  Sir  John,  Lady^  and  Thomas  Oldbam. 

L.  Old.  But  what  motive  could  he  have  for 
demanding  this  whimfical  interview  ?  he  could 
not  doubt  your  credentials,  or  think  his  pre- 
fence  could  be  grateful  to  us. 

Thomas.   I  have  delivered  my  meflage. 

L.  Old.  Perhaps  he  depends  on  his  rhetorical 
powers :  I  hear  he  has  a  good  opinion  of  them. 
Stay,  Sophy  !  Sir  Matthew  Mite,  diftrufting 
the  mefTage  we  begged  your  uncle  to  carry,  de- 
fires  to  have  it  confirmed  by  ourfelves  :  I  fancy, 
child,  you  will  do  yourfclf  no  violence  in  re* 
jetting  this  lover.  He  is  an  amiable  fwain,  I 
confefs  ! 

Sophy.  I  fhall  be  always  happy  in  obeying  your 
ladyfliip's  orders. 

L.  Old.  Are  you  fure  of  that,  Sophy  ?  a  time 
may  foon.come  for  the  trial. 

«SVr  John.  Well,  in  the  main,  I  am  glad  of  this 
meeting  j  it  will  not  only  put  a  final  end  to  this 
bufmefs,  but  give  us  an  opportunity  of  difcufiing 
other  matters,  my  dear. 

L.  Old.  Is  that  your  opinion,  Sir  John  ?  I 
fancy  he  will  not  be  very  fond  of  prolonging 
Jus  vifit. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serf.  Sir  Matthew  Mice  ! 

L.  Old. 
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L.  Old.  Shew  him  in  ! — Now,  Sir  John,  be 
on  your  guard  ;  fupport  this  fcene  with  a  dignity 
that  becomes  one  of  your  birth  and 

Sir  John.  Never  fear  my  dignity,  love.  I 
warrant  you  I'll  give  him  as  good  as  he  brings* 

Enter  Sir  Matthew  Mite. 

Mite.  I  find  the  whole  tribe  is  convened. —  I 
hope  I  am  not  an  intruder ;  but  I  confefs  the 
extraordinary  anfwe'r  I  received  from  the  mouth 
of  this  worthy  citizen,  to  a  meflage  conveyed  by 
my  fecretary,  induced  me  to  queftion  its  au 
thenticity,  unlefs  confirmed  by  yourfelves. 

L.  Old.  And  why  mould  you  think  our  reply 
fo  very  extraordinary  ? 

Mite.  You  muft  give  me  leave  to  fmile  at  that 
queftion. 

L.  Old.  A  very  decifive  anfwer,  I  own  ! 

Mite.  You  are,  Lady  Oldham,  a  woman  of 
the  world,  and  fuppofed  not  to  be  wanting  in  fenie. 

L.  Old.  Which  this  condud  of  mine  incline* 
you  to  doubt  ? 

Mite.  Why,  to  be  plain,  my  condition  and 
your  own  fituation  confidered,  prudence  might 
have  dictated  a  different  reply. 

L.  Old.  And  yet,  Sir  Matthew,  upon  the  ma* 
tureft  deliberation,  all  the  parties,  you  fee,  perfift 
in  giving  no  other. 

Miff. 
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Mils.  Is  it  fo  ?  You  will  permit  me,  Lad/ 
Oldham,  to  defire  one  of  thofe  reafons  which 
influenced  this  auguilaflembly  upon  theoccafion  ? 

L.  Old.  They  will,  I  dare  fay,  appear  but 
trifling  to  you. 

Mite.  Let  us  have  them,  however*    .'.. 

L.  Old.  Firft,  we  think  it  right  to  have  a  little 
regard  to  her  happinels,  as  fhe  is  indebted  for  her 
exiftence  to  us. 

Mite.  Which  you  think  fhe  rifques  in  a  union 
with  me  ?  [Lady  Oldbam  bows.]  And  why  fo  ? 
I  have  the  means  to  procure  her,  madam,  thofe 
enjoyments  with  which  your  fex  is  chieflydelighted* 

L.  Old.  You  will,  Sir  Matthew^  pardon  my 
weaknefs ;  but  I  would  much  rather  fee  my  child 
with  a  competence,  nay,  even  reduced  to  an  in 
digent  (late,  than  voluptuoufly  rioting  in1  plea- 
fures  that  derive  their  fource  from  the  ruin  of 
others. 

Mite.  Ruin  !  what,  you,  I  find,  adopt  the  po 
pular  prejudice,  and  conclude  that  every  man 
that  is  rich  is  a  villain  ? 

L.  Old.  I  only  echo  the  voice  of  the  public. 
Befides,  I  would  wifh  my  daughter  a  more  folid 
eftablimmcnt :  The  poflefiions  arifing  from  plun 
der  very  rarely  are  permanent ;  we  every  day  fee 
what  has  been  treacheroufly  and  rapacioufly 
gained,  as  profufcly  and  full  as  rapidly  fquandered. 

K  Mif*. 
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Mite.  I  am  forry,  madam,  to  fee  one  of  your 
famion,  concur  in  the  common  cry  of  the  times  -, 
but  fuch  is  the  gratitude  of  this  country  to  thofe 
who  have  given  jt  dominion  and  wealth. 

O 

Thomas.  I  could  vvifh  even  that  fact  was  well 
founded,  Sir  Matthew.  Your  riches  (which  per 
haps  too  are  only  ideal)  by  introducing  a  general 
fpii 'it  of  diffipation,  have  extinguifhed  labour  and 
induftry,  the  flow,  but  fure  fource  of  national 
wealth. 

Mite.  To  thefe  refinements  I  have  no  time  to 
reply.  By  one  of  your  ladyfhip's  hints  I  mall 
profit  at  leall :  I  mall  be  a  little  more  careful 
of  the  plunder  I  have  made.  Sir  John  Oldham, 
you  recollect  a  fmali  fum  borrowed  by  you  ? 

Sir  John.  I  do. 

Mite.  The  obligations  for  which  are  in  my 
poficffion  at  prcfenr. 

Sir  John.  I  understand  as  much  by  your  letter. 

Mite.  As  I  find  there  is  an  end  of  our  treaty, 
it  would  be  right,  I  think,  to  discharge  them 
directly. 

Sir  John,  I  can't  fay  that  is  quite  fo  convenient; 
befides,  I  underdood  the  party  was  to'  wait  till 
the  time  that  Jack  comes  of  age. 

Mite.  I  am  told  the  law  does  not  underftand 
what  is  no:  clearly  ex  pro  fled.  Befides,  the  probable 
event  of  your  death,  or  the  young  gentleman's 

ftiynefs 
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fliynefs  to  fulfil  the  agreement,  are  enough  to  put 
a  man  on  his  guard. 

Thomas.  Now  comes  on  the  ftorrn. 

Mite.  And,  that  my  prudence  might  not  fuffcr 
in  that  lady's  opinion,  I  have  taken  Ibme  pre 
cautions  which  my  attorney  will  more  clearly 
pnfold. — Mr.  Rapine  !  , 

Enter  R*tt$-in£ 

You  will  explain  this  affair  to  Sir  John:  I.arn  a 
military  man,;  and  quite  a-ftranger  to  your  legal 
manoeuvres. 

Rap.  By  command  of  my  client,  Sir  Matthew, 
I  have  ifiued  here  a  couple  of  writs.  - 

L.  Old.  Sir  John  \- 

Sir  John.  What  ? 

Rap.  By  one  cf  which,  plaintiff  poffeflcs  the 
peribn,  by  t'other  goods  aftd  chattels,  of  Sir  John 
the  defendant. 

Mite.  A  definition  very  clear  and  concife  ! 

L.  Old.  Goods,  Sir  ?  what,  mull  I  be  turned 
out  of  my  houfe  ? 

Rap.  No,  madam;  you  may  (lay  here  till  we 
fell, which  perhaps  mayn't  happen  thefctwo  days.. 
We  muft,  indeed,  leave  a  few  of  our  people,  juil 
to  take  care  that  there  is  nothing  embezzled. 

•  ^ 

£.  Old.  A  fhort  refpite,  indeed  !  Fpr  a  little 
K  2  time, 
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time,  I  dare  fay,  my  brother  Oldham  will  afford 
us  protection.  Come,  Sir  John,  nor  let  us  in 
dulge  that  monfter's  malice  with  a  longer  fight 
of  our  mifery. 

Rap.  You,  madam,  are  a  wife,  and  may  go 
where  you  pleafe ;  but  as  to  Sir  John 

L.  Old.  Well ! 

Rap.  He  muft  not  ftir :  We  are  anfwerable 
for  the  polTeffion  of  him. 

L.  Old.  Of  him  ?  a  prifoner  ?  then  indeed  is 
our  ruin  complete  ! 

Sopby.  Oh,  uncle  ! — You  have  been  pleafed, 
Sir,  to  exprefs  an  affection  for  me  :  Is  it  poffible, 
Sir,  you  can  be  io  cruel,  fo  unkind  to  my 
parents — . — 

Mite.  They  are  unkind  to  themfelves. 

Sopby.  Let  me  plead  for  mercy  !  fufpend  but 
a  little  !— My  uncle,  you,  Sir,  are  wealthy  too ! — 
Indeed  we  are  honed  !  you  will  not  run  the  lead 
riiqu.c. 

Mite.  There  is  a  condition,  Mifs,  in  which  you 
have  a  right  to  command. 

Sopby.  Sir ! 

Mite.  It  is  in  your  power,  and  that  of  your  pa 
rents,  to eftablifh  one  common  intereft  amongft  us. 

L.  Old.  Never!  after  rejecting,  with  the  con 
tempt  they  defer  ved,  the  firft  arrogant  offers  you 
nude, do  you  iuppofe  this  frefh  infult  will  gain  us  ? 

Mite. 
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Mite.  I  am  anfwered. — I  prefume,  Mr.  Rapine, 
there  is  no  longer  occafion  for  me  ? 

Sof/jy.  Stop,  Sir  !  Mr.  Oldham  teaches  me 
what  I  fhould  do.  Can  I  fee  their  diftrefs? 
Heaven  knows  with  what  eagernefs  I  would  facri- 
fice  my  own  peace,  my  own  happinefs,  to  procure 
them  relief !  [Kneels  to  Sir  Mat t hew, 

Thomas.  Rife,  niece  !  nor  hope  to  foften  that 
bread,  already  made  too  callous  by  crimes !  I  have 
Jongfeen,  Sir,  what  your  malice  intended,  and  pre 
pared  myfelf  to  baffle  its  purpofe.  I  am  inftrugted, 
Sir,  in  the  amount  of  this  man's  demands  on  my 
brother :  You  will  there  find  a  fum  more  than 
fufficient  to  pay  it. — And  now,  my  dear  filter,  I 
hope  you  will  pleafe  to  allow  a  citizen  may  be 
ufeful  fometimes. 

Mite.  Mr.  Rapine,  is  this  manoeuvre  according 
to  law  ? 

Rap.  The  law,  Sir  Matthew,  always  flccps 
when  fatisfaftion  is  rriade. 

Mite.  Does  it  ?  Our  practice  is  different  in  the 
Mayor's  Court  at  Calcutta. — I  fhall  now  make 
my  bow  •,  and  leave  this  family,  whom  I  wiflicd 
to  make  happy  in  fpite  of  themfelves,  foon  to 
regret  the  fatal  lofs  fuftained  by  their  obftinate 
folly. 

Thomas,  Nor  can  it  be  long,  before  the  wifdom 
of  their  choice  will  appear  -,  a*  by  partaking  of* 

the 
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the  fpoll,  they  might  have  been  involved  in  that 
vengeance,  which  loon  or  late  can't  fail  to  fall  on 
the  head  of  the  author:  And,  Sir,  notwithstanding 
your  feeming  fecurity,  perhaps  the  hour  of  re 
tribution  is  near ! 

Mite.  You  muft,  Matter  Oldham,  give  me  leave 
to  laugh  at  your  prophetic  effufion.  This  is  not 
Sparta,  nor  are  thefe  the  chafte  times  of  the  Roman 
republic  :  Now-a-days,  riches  poflefs  at  lead 
one  magical  power,  that,  being  rightly  difpenfed, 
they  cloiely  conceal  the  fource  from  whence  they 
proceeded  :  That  wifdom,  I  hope  never  to  want. — 
I  am  the  obfequions  fervant  of  this  refpectable 
family  !  Adieu  ! — Come  along,  Rapine  ! 

\Exit  with  Rapine. 

L>  Old.  Brother,  what  words  can  I  ufe,  or  how- 
can  we  thank  you  as  we  ought  ?  Sir  John !  Sophy  ! 

Thomas.  I  am  doubly  paid,  Lady  Oldham,  in 
fupplying  the  wants  of  my  friends,  and  defeating 
the  defigns  of  a  villain.  As  to  the  mere  money, 
we  citizens  indeed  are  odd  kind  of  folks,  and 
alw<iys  expecl:  good  fecurity  for  what  we  advance. 

L.Old.  Sir  John's  pejfon,  his  fortune,  every 

Thomas.  Nay,  nay,  nay,  upon  this  occafion  we 
will  not  be  troubled  with  land  :  If  you,  fifter, 
will  place  as  a  pledge  my  fair  coulin  in  the  hand} 
pf  my  fon— — 

L.  Qld.  I  freely  refign  her  difpofal  to  you. 

flr 
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Sir  John.  And  I. 

'Thomas.  Then  be  happy,  my  children  !  And 
as  to  my  young  couiins  within,  I  hope  we  (hall 
be  able  to  fettle  them  without  Sir  Matthew's 
afiiftance :  For,  however  praifeworthy  the  fpiric 
of  adventure  may  be,  whoever  keeps  his  poit, 
and  does  his  duty  at  home,  will  be  foujid  to  ren 
der  his  country  bcft  fervice  at  lail !  [Exetwt. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


SOME  copies  of  fpurious  imprefiions  of 
the  Cozeners  and  the  Maid  of  Bath,  having 
been  printed  and  circulated  before  the 
application  to  trie  Court  of  Chancery  for  an 
Injunction,  it  has  been  thought  advifable,  in 
vindication  of  the  property  of  the  Editor,  as 
well  as  in  juftice  to  the  deceafcd  Author,  imme 
diately  to  commit  to  the  prefs  genuine  editions 
of  the  two  dramatick  pieces  above-mentioned, 
together  with  THIS  COMEDY,  which  had  been  alfo 
without  authority  advertifed  for  publication. 

On  infpeclion  of  the  fpurious  impreffions,  it 
appears,  that  all  the  errors  of  carelefs  and  igno 
rant  tranfcribers  are  there  religioufly  preferved  ; 
and  all  the  additions  and  improvements,  made 
by  the  facetious  Writer,  are  omitted.  Many 
inftances  of  this  will  occur  on  perufal  of  thofc 
Comedies,  and  particularly  the  Cozeners ;  in 
which,  befides  the  reftoration  of  feveral  pafiages 
always  fpoken  on  the  Itage,  the  Reader  will  find 
a  whole  fcene  at  the  end  of  the  Firft  Aft,  and 

another, 
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another,  ftill  more  entertaining  and  popular,  at 
the  beginning  of  the  Third  -,  both  which  were 
wholly  wanting  in  the  fpurious  Impreffions. 

Unauthorized  publications  are  not  only  always 
detrimental  to  private  property,  but  commonly 
prove  injurious  to  the  publick :  For  the  copies, 
beingobtained  by  clandeftineand indirect  means, 
are,  for  the  moft  part,  as  has  happened  in  the 
prefent  inftance,  incorrect  and  imperfect. 
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ACT         1. 


A  Room. 

Enter  Sir  fbomds  Maxwell  and  MargareL 

Sir  Thomas. 

WH  Y,  the  woman  is  mad  !  thefd 
curs'd  news-paper  patriots  hav* 
fhatter'd  her  brains !  nothing  lefs 
than  a  fenator  of  feven  years 
Handing  can  conceive  what  fhe  means. 

Marg.  Why,  Sir  Thomas  j  my  converfation  is 
neither  deficient  in  order,  precifion,  or  dignity. 

SirTho.  Dignity!  and  what  occafion  for  dignity 
in  the  common  concerns  of  my  houfe  ?  why  the 
deuce  can't  you  converfe  like  the  reft  of  the 
world  ?  If  you  want  money  to  pay  off  my  bills, 
you  move  me  for  further  fupplies>  if  I  turn  away  a 
B  fsrvant> 
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fervant,  you  condemn  me  for  fo  often  changing 
my  miniftry ;  and  becaufe  I  lock  up  my  daugh 
ter,  to  prevent  her  eloping  with  the  paltry  clerk 
of  a  pitiful  trader,  it  is  forfooth  an  invafion  of 
the  Bill  of  Rights,  and  a  mortal  ftab  to  the  great 
Charter  of  Liberty. 

Marg.  As  Serjeant  Second'em  faid  in  the  debate 
on  the  corn-bill,  "  Then  why  don't  you  chufc 
"  better  ground,  brother,  and  learn  to  enlarge 
"  your  bottont  a  little  ?  Confider,  you  muft  draw 
"  the  line  of  liberty  fomewhere  -,  for  if  thefe  rights 
"  belong" 

Sir  Tbo.    Mercy  on  us  ? 

Marg.  But  indeed,  my  dear  brother,  you  are 
got  quite  out  of  your  depth :  Woman,  I  tell  you, 
is  a  microcofm,  and  rightly  to  rule  her  requires 
as  great  talents,  as  to  govern  a  Hate.  And  what 
fays  the  Aphoriftn  of  Cardinal  Polignac  ?  "  If 
*'  you  would  not  have  a  perfon  deceive  you,  be 
4*  careful  not  to  let  him  know  you  miiVrufl  him  !" 
and  fo  of  your  daughter. 

Sir  ^bo.  Mrs.  Margaret  Maxwell,  bellow  your 
advice  where  it  is  wanted  !  Out  of  my  depth  ?  a 
likely  ftory  indeed,  that  I,  who  am  rlx'd  here  in 
a  national  truft,  appointed  guardian  of  the  Eng- 
Ufh  intereft  at  the  court  of  Madrid,  Ihould  not 
know  faow  to  manage  a  girl! 

Mtirg*   And  pray,  Mr.  Conful,  what  informa 
tion. 
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tion  will  your  ftation  afford  you  ?  I  don't  deny 
your  knowledge  in  export  and  import,  nor  doubt 
your  (kill  in  the  difference  between  wet  and  dry- 
goods  ;  you  may  weigh  with  exactnefs  the  bal- 
Jance  of  trade,  or  explain  the  true  fpirit  of  a  treaty 
of  commerce ;  the  furface,  the  mere  fkimmings 
of  the  political  pot  ! 
Sir  Tbo.  Mighty  well ! 

Marg.  But  had  you,  with  me,  traced  things 
to  their  original  fource ;  had  you  difcover'd  all 
focialfubordination  to  arifc  from  original  compact:; 
had  you  read  Machiavel,  Montefquieu,  Locke, 
Bacon,  Hobbes,  Harrington,  Hume;  had  you 
ftudied  the  political  teftaments  of  Alberoni  and 

Cardinal  Kichlievi 

Sir  Ths.  Mercy  on  us  ! 

Marg.  Had  you  analiz'd  the  Pragmatic  Sanc 
tion,  and  the  family-compact ;  had  you  toil'd  thro* 
the  laborious  page  of  theVinerian  profcfibr,or  etti- 
mated  the  prevailing  manners  with  the  Vicar  of 
Newcaftle;  in  a  word,  had  you  read  Amicus 
upon  Taxation,  and  Inimicus  upon  Reprefenta- 
tion,  you  would  have  known——— 
Sir  Tho.  What  ? 

Marg.  That,  in  fpite  of  the  frippery  French 
Salick  laws,  woman  is  a  free  agent,  a  noun 
fubftantive  entity,  and,  when  treated  wkh  con- 

fidcnce * 

B  5  Sir 
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Sir  T.'.'O.  Why,  perhaps,  fhe  may  not  abufc  it ; 
But  (till,  my  fage  filter,  it  is  but  a  perhaps  -,  now 
ipy  method  is  certain,  infallible-,  by  confining 
her,  I  can't  be  deceiv'd. 

Murg.  And  pray,  Sir,  what  right  have  you 
to  confine  her  ?  look  in  your  PuffendorfF!  tho' 
born  in  Spain,  (he  is  a  native  of  England  •,  her 
birth-right  is  liberty — a  better  patrimonial  eftate 
than  any  of  your  defpotic  countries  could  give 
her. 

Sir  'Tho.  Zooks,  you  would  tire  the  patience 
of  Job  !  Pray  anfwer  me  this  j  is  Harriet  my 
daughter  ? 

Marg.  What  then  ?  for  that  ineftimable  blefTing 
fhe  is  not  beholden  to  you ;  nor  can  you,  tho*  a 
father,  with  reafon,  juftice,  or  law,  take  it  from 
her. 

Sir  Tho.  Why,  Margaret,  you  forget  where 
you  are  !  This,  child,  is  the  town  of  Madrid ;  you 
are  amongft  a  fage,  (teady  people,  who  know  and 
revere  the  natural  rights  of  a  parent. 

Marg.  Natural  rights!  Can  a  right  to  tyran* 
nize  be  founded  in  nature  ? 

Sir  Tho.  Look'ee,  Margaret!  you  are  but  lofing 
your  time-,  for  unlefs  you  can  prevail  on  Count 
Wall,  or  the  prefident  of  Caftille,  to  grant  yoti  a 
Habeas,  why  Harriet  fhall  ftay  where  me  is. 

.  Ay,  ay,  you  know  where  you  arej  but, 

if 
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if  my  niece  will  take  my  advice,  the  juftice  that 
is  denied  to  her  here,  me  will  inftandy  feek  for 
cl  few  here. 

SirTbo.  Elfewhere?  hark  you,  filler!  is  it  thus 
you  anfwer  my  purpofe  in  bringing  you  hither  ?  I 
hop'd  to  have  my  daughter's  principles  form'd  by 
your  prudence ;  her  conduct  directed  by  your  ex 
perience  and  wifdom. 

Marg.  The  preliminary  is  categorically  true. 

Sir  I'bo.  Then  why  don't  you  abide  by  the 
treaty  ? 

Marg.  Yes  •,  you  have  given  me  powerful 
motives ! 

Sirfbo.  But  another  word,  madam!  as  I  don't 
chufe  that  Harriet  mould  imbibe  any  more  of  your 
romantic  republican  notions,  I  fhall  take  it  as  a 
great  favour  if  you  would  prepare  to  quit  this 
Country  with  the  firft  opportunity. 

Marg.  You  need  not  have  remonitrated  ;  a  peti 
tion  would  have  anfwered  your  purpofe :  I  did  in 
tend  to  withdraw,  and  without  taking  leave;  nor 
will  I  refide  on  afpot  where  the  great  charter  of  my 
fex  is  hourly  invaded !  No,  Sir  Thomas,  I  fhall  re 
turn  tothelandof  liberty !  but  there  expect  to  have 
your  defpotic  dealings  properly  and  publickly 
handled. 

Sir  Tbo.  What,  you  defign  to  turn   author  ? 

Marg.  There's  nocccafion  for  that ;  liberty  has 
already  a  champion  in  one  of  my  fex  :  The  fame 

pen 
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pen  that  has  dar'd  to  fcourge  the  arbitrary  aftiuns 
of  Tome  of  our  monarchs,  (hall  do  equal  juftke 
to  the  oppreflive  power  of  parents  I 

&>  Tbo.  With  all  my  heart. 

Mfirg.  I  may,  perhaps,  be  too  late  to  get  you 
into  the  hiflorical  text;  but,  I  promife  you,  you 
Jhallbe  foundly  fwinged  in  the  marginal  note. 

Enter  a  Servant,  who  wbi/jptrs  Sir  Thomas. 

$ir  Tbo.  What !  now  ? 

Serv.  This  inftant. 

Sir  Tbo.  How  did  he  get  in  ? 

Serv.  By  a  ladder  of  ropes,  dropped,  I  fuppoie, 
by  Mifs  Harriet  from  the  balcony. 

Sir  Tho.  That  way,  I  reckon,  he  thinks  to 
retreat ;  but  I  (hall  prevent  him  !  Here,  Dick, 
do  you  and  Ralph  run  into  the  ftreet,  and  front 
the  houfe  with  a  couple  of  carbines;  bid  James 
bring  my  toledo  j  and  let  the  reft  of  the  fel- 
Jows  follow  my  fteps ! 

Marg.  Hey-day !  v/hat  can  be  the  meaning 
pf  this  civil  commotion  ? 

Sir  Tho.  Nothing  extraordinary ;  only  the 
natural  confequence  of  fome  of  your  lalutary 
luggeftions. 

Marg.  Mine,  Sir  Thomas  ? 

Sir  Tbo.  Yes,  yours,  filler  Margaret ! 

Marg.  I  don't  understand  yon. 

Sir  Tbo.  Oh>  nothing  but  Harriet  making  ufe 

of 
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of  her  great  natural  charter  of  liberty,  by  let 
ting  young  Invoice,  Abraham  Indigo's  clerk, 
by  the  means  of  a  ladder  of  ropes,  into  her 
chamber. 

Marg.  I  am  not  furprized. 

Sir  Tho.  Nor  I  neither. 

Marg.  The  inftant  your  fufpicions  gave  h«r 
a  guard,  I  told  her  the  aft  was  tantamount  to 
an  open  declaration  of  war,  and  fanftified  every 
ftratagem.  ^  .-- 

Sir  Tho.  You  did  ?  mighty  well,  madam  !  I 
hope  then,  for  once,  you  will  approve  my 
proceedings  ;  the  law  of  nations  fhall  be  ftricHy 
obfervedj  you  lhall  fee  how  a  fpy  ought  to  be 
treated,  who  is  caught  in  the  enemy's  camp  ! 

Enter  Servant  with  the  toledo. 

Oh,  here's  my  trufty  toledo.  Come,  follow  your 
leader  !  [Exit  with  Servants. 

Marg.  Oh,  Sir,  I  fhall  purfue,  and  reconoitrc 
your  motions  -,  and  tho'  no  cartel  is  fettled  be 
tween  you,  take  care  how  you  infringe  the 
jus  gentium.  [.Exit 


Another  chamber.    Harriet  and  Invoice  difcovend. 

Uar.  Are  you  fure  you  were  not  obferved  ? 
Inv.  I  believe  not. 

Her. 
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Har.  Well,  Mr.  Invoice,  you  can,  I  think> 
now,  no  longer  doubt  of  my  kindnefs;  tho', 
let  me  tell  you,  you  are  a  good  deal  indebted 
for  this  early  proof  of  it,  to  my  father's  feverity* 

Inv.  I  am  ferry,  madam,  an  event,  fo  happy 
for  me,  fhould  proceed  from  fo  unlucky  a  caufe : 
But  are  there  no  hopes  that  Sir  Thomas  may 
be  foftened  in  time  ? 

liar.  None:  He  is,  both  from  nature  and 
habit,  inflexibly  obftinate..  This  too  is  his  fa*- 
vpurite  foible  -,  no  German  baron  was  ever  more 
attached  to  the  genealogical  laws  of  alliance 
than  he  :  Marry  his  daughter  to  a  perfon  in 
trade  ?  no  I  Put  his  prefent  favourite  out  of  the 
queftion,  he  can  never  be  brought  to  fubmit 
to  it. 

Inv.  Dear  Mifs  Harriet,  then  why  will  you 
hefitate  ?  there  can  be  no  other  alternative ; 
you  muft  either  fubmit  to  marry  the  count,  or 
by  flight  efcape  from  the 

Har.  No,  Mr.  Invoice,  not  till  the  laft  ne~ 
ceffity  drives  me.  Befides,  where  can  we  go  ? 
how  fubfift  ?  who  will  receive  us  ? 

Inv.  'The  world  is  all  before  us  where  to  cbufe ; 
and,  as  we  fly  from  oppreflion,  Providence  our 
guide. 

Har.  The  world,  Mr.  Invofce,  is  but  a  cold 
kind  of  common  j  and,  as  to  Providence,  let 

us 
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us  firft  be  fure  we  deferve  its  protection. 

[A  noift  without.]  Blefs  me  !  don't  I  hear  fomc 

buftle  below  ? 

Inv.  Madam! 

Har.  Hufli !  my  father,  as  I  live!  I  fear,  Mr, 
Invoice,  you  are  difcovered. 

Inv.  No,  furely ! 

Sir  fbo.  [without.]  Have  you  fecured  all  the 
pofts  ? 

Strv.  [without.]  All,  Sir. 

Sir  Tho.  Both  the  front  and  the  rear  ? 

Serv.  Both. 

Har.   Loft,  part  redemption ! 

Sir  fho.  Then  advance  !  now  let  us  unhar- 
bour  the  rafcal ! 

Har.  What  can  we  do  ? 

Sir  'Tho.  Come,  madam,  open  your  doors ! 

Har.  The  balcony,  quick,  Mr.  Invoice,  the 
balcony ! 

Sir  Tbo.  Unlock,  Mrs.  Minx !  your  minion 
is  discovered ! 

Inv.  A  couple  of  fellows  (land  below, with  their 
pieces  pointed  directly  againft  it. 

Sir  Tbo.  What,  then,  you  will  compel  us  to 
batter  ? 

Har.  The  whole  houfe  is  furrounded !  .how 
can  you  efcape  ? 

Jnv.  Where  will  this  window  conduct  us  ? 

C  Har. 
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liar.  To  the  leads  that  join  our  houfe  to 
chymift's. 

Inv.  To  the  leads  ?  it  is  but  a  ftep;  there  is 
fio  danger. 

liar.  Then  inftantly  fly  !  you  have  every 
thing  to  fear  from  my  father. 

Sir  I'ho.  John,  fetch  the  mattock  and  crow  ! 

Inv.  And  leave  my  Harriet  behind  me  ? 

Har.  Secure  yourfelf,  and  abandon  me  to  my 
fate. 

Inv.  No,  madam,  that  I  will  never  do  i  I'll 
dare  your  father's  utmoft  refentment. 

Sir  Tbo.  Where  is  that  rafcal  a-loitering  ? 

Har.  Then  you  are  loft  ! 

Inv.  Would  myHarriet  accompany  my  flight— 

Har.  Can  you  defire  it  ? 

Inv.  I  do,  I  do  j  my  deareft  angel,  I  do! 
By  all  that's  facred,  your  honour  (hall  be  as  fe- 
cure  with  me  as  in  the  cell  of  a  faint  ! 

Har.  But  character,  decency,  prudence  -  - 

Inv.  The  occafion,  the  danger,  all  juftify  — 

Sir  Tbo.  Oh,  what,  you  are  come  at  laft. 

Inv.  Determine,  my  life!  You  have  but  a 
moment  -- 

Har.  Should  you,  Mr.  Invoice,  deceive  me  — 

Inv.  When  I  do,  may  my  laft  hope  deceive 
fne  ! 

Har.  It  is  a  bold,  a  dangerous  ftep  ! 


THE  DEVIL  UPON  TWO  STICKS.   1 1 

Inv.  Fear  nothing,  my  love ! 

[Advances  to  the  window ',  and  gets  Qift, 

«S»  fho.  Drive  at  the  pannel. 

Mtirg.  [without.]  I  enter  my  proteft ! 

SirTho.  And  I  will  enter  the  room! 

Jni\  Now  leap ;  all  is  fafe. 

\tiarriit  gets  out  at  the  window, 
Sir  Thomas,  adieu  ! 

Sir  <Ti>o.  Wrench  open  the  lock  ! 

Marg.  Ay,  do,  at  your  peril ! 

Sir  T'bo.  Down  with  the  door  ! 

Marg.  Then  you  lhall  all  be  fwipgeingly  fous'd, 
Produce  your  authority ! 

SirTbo.  Mine. 

Marg.  You  have  none ;  not  fo  much  as  the 
fanction  of  a  general  warrant. 

Sir  Tbo.  What,  then,  I  fee  I  muft  do  it  myfelf : 
There  it  goes  !  Pretty  law  indeed,  to  lock  a  man 
out  of  his  own  houle  1 

jLnter  Sir  Thomas,  Margaret,  and  Servants. 

Now,  Mrs. — Heyday  !  what  are  become  of  the 
parties  ?  vaniflied  ? 

Marg.  Peceiv'd  by  your  fpies !  no  uncommon 
thing,  brother,  for  a  blundering  general. 

Sir  Tho.  You  are  fure  you  faw  him  come  in  ? 

Serv.  Certain,  Sir  Thomas. 

fjr  "ThQi  Then  I  warrant  we  will  ferret  them 
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our.    Come,  lads !   let  not  a  corner  efcape  you  ! 

[Exeunt  Sir  Tho.  and  Servants. 

Marg.  I  fhall  wait  on  your  motions,  and  bring 

up  the  rear.  [Exit. 

Scene  changes  to  the  Chymi/l's. 
Enter  Invoice  and  Harriet,  through  thejajh. 

Inv.  Safely  landed,  however. 

Har.  Are  you  fure  you  are  not  purfued  ? 

IHV.  Not  a  foul :  Never  fear  !  they  will  hardly 
venture  this  road. 

Har.  What  a  ftep  have  you  induced  me  to 
take  !  to  what  diftrefs  and  difficulties  have  I  ex- 
pofed  myfclf ! 

Inv.  Banifh  your  fears,  and  let  us  look  forward, 
my  love. 

Har.  Nay,  I  have  gone  too  far  to  retreat. 
"Well,  Sir,  what  is  next  to  be  done  ? 

Ittv.  The  Spaniards  are  naturally  generous ; 
perhaps,  upon  hearing  our  ftory,  the  owner  of 
the  houfe  may  lend  his  aflillance.  This,  I  fup- 
pofc-,  is  the  Laboratory,  and  this  door  leads  to  the 
ihop. 

Devil  [in  a  bottle\.  Heigh-ho  ! 

/far.  Who  is  that  ? 

hrj.  That !  where  ? 

Har.  Did  not  you  hear  a  voice  ? 

Inv. 
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Inv.  None.  Fancy,  my  love-,  only  your  fears. 

Devil.  Heigh-ho! 

I  Jar.  There  again  ! 

Inv.  I  hear  it  now. — Who  is  there  ? 

Devil.  Me. 

Inv.  Me  ?  he  fpeaks  Englifh  !  Who  and  where 
are  you  ? 

Devil.  Here  in  this  bottle-,  where  I  have  been 
cork'd  up  for  thefe  fix  months. 

Inv.  Cork'd  up  in  a  bottle  !  I  never  heard  of 
fuch  a  thing  in  my  life,  unlefs,  indeed,  in  the  Hay- 
market  once. — Cork'd  up  in  a  bottle,  d'ye  fay  ? 

Devil.  Ay ;  by  the  matter  of  this  houfe,  a 
magician. 

Inv.  A  magician  !  Why  then  you  are  a  fpirit, 
I  fuppofe. 

Devil.  You  are  right  -,  I  am  the  Devil. 

liar.  Mercy  on  us  ! 

Devil.  Don't  be  terrified,  Mifs :  You  remem 
ber  the  old  proverb, "  The  Devil  is  not  fo  black 
**  as  he  is  painted." 

Inv.  Well,  but,  Sir 

Devil.  A  truce  to  your  queftions,  my  good  Sir, 
for  the  prefent ! — Confider,  ramm'd  up  in  this 
narrow  compafs,  I  can't  be  much  at  my  eafe  •, 
now  if  you  will  but  break  the  bottle  before  you 
on  the  floor 

Har.  For  heaven's  fake,   Mr.  Invoice,  take 

care  what  you  do  ! 

Devil. 
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Devil.  Why,  my  pretty  Mifs,  what  rifque  do 
you  run  ?  your  affairs  can  hardly  be  changed 
for  the  worfe. 

Har.  That's  true,  indeed  ! 

Devil.  Believe  me,-  Mifs,  as  matters  (land,  we 
can  be  of  mutual  ufe  :  Your  lover  may  deliver  me 
from  prifon,  and  I  can  prevent  you  both  from  go 
ing  into  confinement. 

Inv.  What  fays  my  Harriet  ?  mail  1  rely  on 
the  gentleman's  word  ? 

Devil.  Do,  madam  !  I  am  a  Devil  of  honour. 
Befides,  you  have  but  a  little  time  to  confider; 
in  lefs  than  five  minutes,  you  will  have  the  Con- 
ful  and  all  his  crew  in  the  houfe. 

Inv.  Nay,  then — Pray  which  is  the  bottle  ? 

Devil.  That  in  the  middle,  right  before  you. 

Inv.  There  it  goes ! 

\IJe  breaks  the  bottle,  and  Devil  rifef  out 
of  it.     Thunder. 

Har.  Oh,  what  a 

Devil.  I  am  not  furpriz'd,  Mifs,  that  you  are 
a  little  ihock'd  at  my  figure  :  I  could  have  afTum'd 
a  much  more  agreeable  form  •,  but  as  we  are  to  be 
a  little  better  acquainted,  I  thought  it  beft  to 
quit  all  difguife  and  pretence  5  therefore,  madam, 
you  fee  me  juft  as  I  am. 

Har.  I  am  fure,  Sir,  you  are  ve — ve — very 
agreeable. 
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Devil.  Yo — yo — youarepleas'd  to  compliment, 
madam. — Come,  anfwer  me  fmcerely ;  am  I  fuch 
a  being  as  you  expected  to  fee  ? 

Har.  Really,  Sir,  I  can  hardly  fay  what  I  ex 
pected  to  fee. 

Devil.  I  own  it  is  a  puzzling  queftionj  at  leaft, 
if  the  world  does  us  juftice  in  the  contradictory 
qualities  they  are  pleas'd  to  afford  us. 

Inv.  You  will  forgive  me,  if  I  don't  underftand 
you. 

Devil.  Why,  for  all  their  fuperlative  epithets, 
you  cannot  but  fee  how  much  men  are  beholden 
to  us  -,  by  our  means  it  is  that  you  meafure  the 
extent  both  of  your  virtues  and  vices. 

Jnv.  As  how  ? 

Devil.  A.S  thus  :  Jn  defcribing  your  friends, 
or  your  foes,  they  are  dfviU/b  rich,  deviliflj  poor, 
devilifo  ugly,  devilijb  handibme;  now  and  then, 
indeed,  to  vary  the  mode  of  converfing,  you  make 
a  little  free  with  our  condition  and  country,  as, 
bellijh  dull,  damrfd  clever,  bellijb  cold  ;  Pfha ! 
how  damnd  hot  it  is  ! 

Inv.  True,  Sir;  but  I  confider  this  as  a  rhetori 
cal  figure,  a  manner  of  fpeaking  devis'd  and 
praftis'd  by  dulnefs,  to  conceal  the  lack  of  ideas, 
and  the  want  of  exprcflions. 

Devil.  Partly  that,  I  confefs  :  Not  but  there  is  „ 
fome  truth  in  the  cafe  5  for  at  different  times  we 

have 
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have  the  power,  and  do  afiume  the  various  forms, 
you  afiign  us. 

Inv.  We  ?  I  obferve  you  always  make  ufe  of 
the  plural ;  is  that,  Sir,  by  way  of  diftinction, 
or,  is  your  family  pretty  large  and  extenfive  ? 

Devil.  Multitudinous  as  the  fands  on  the  beach, 
or  the  moats  in  a  fun-beam  :  How  the  deuce  elfe 
do  you  think  we  could  do  all  the  bufmefs  below  ? 
"Why,  there's  fcarce  an  individual  amongft  you, 
at  leaft  of  any  rank  or  importance,  but  has  five 
or  fix  of  us  in  his  train. 

Inv.  Indeed  ! 

Devil.  A  little  before  I  got  rammed  in  that 
phial,  I  had  been  for  fome  time  on  very  hard 
duty  in  this  part  of  the  world. 

Inv.  Of  what  kind  ?      © 

Devil.  The  Daemon  of  Power  and  I  had  long 
laid  fiege  to  a  fubject,  the  man  a  grandee  j  I  was 
then  a  popular  fpirit,  and  wore  the  made  of  a 
patriot  •,  at  different  times,  we  pofieiTed  him  by 
turns  •,  but,  in  the  mid  ft  of  a  violent  flruggle 
(by  which  means  I  got  lame  on  this  leg,  and  ob 
tained  the  nick-name  of  the  Devil  Upon  Sticks), 
the  Daemon  of  Vanity,  a  low  under-ftrapper 
amongft  us,  held  over  his  head  a  circle  of  gold, 
with  five  knobs  on  the  top,  and,  wbew !  flew 
away  with  our  prize  in  an  inftant. 

Inv.  Under-ftrapper  !  what,  are  there  different 
ranks  and  orders  amongft  you  ? 

Devil. 


THE  DEVIL  UPON  TWO  STICKS.   17 

Devil.  Without  doubt. 

Inv.  And,  pray,  Sir — I  hope,  no  offence; 
but  I  would  not  be  wanting  in  proper  refpeft — 
are  you,  when  at  home,  of  condition  ?  or  how 
muft  I 

Devil.  You  mean,  am  I  a  Devil  of  fafhion, 
or  one  of  the  bafe  born  ? 

Inv.  I  do. 

Devil.  I  have  no  reafon  to  be  afham'd  of  my 
family. 

Inv.  I  don't  doubt  it.  You  will  forgive  me, 
if  I  make  a  miftake :  Perhaps,  my  lord  Lucifer. 

Devil.  Who? 

Inv.  Lord  Lucifer. 

Devil.  Lord  Lucifer  ?    how  little  vou  know 

4 

of  our  folks  !  Lucifer  a  lord  !  Why,  that's  the 
meancft  rafcal  amongft  us. 

Inv.  Indeed ! 

Devil.  Oh,  a  paltry  mechanic  !  the  very 
genius  of  jobbing  !  a  mere  Bull  and  Bear 
booby ;  the  patron  of  lame  ducks,  brokers, 
and  fraudulent  bankrupts. 

Inv.  You  amaze  me  !  I  vow  I  always  thought 
him  a  principal  agent. 

Devil.  He  !  Not  at  all.  The  fellow,  indeed, 
gave  himfelf  fome  airs  of  importance,  upon 
following  the  camp,  and  having  the  Contractors 
and  Commiflaries under  his  care;  but  that  affair, 
you  know,  clofed  with  the  war. 

D  Inv. 
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Inv.  What,  then,  are  they  now  entirely  out 
of  his  hands  ? 

Devil.  Yes ;  quite  out  of  his :  He  only  fug- 
gefted  their  cent,  per  cent,  fqueczirigs,  and 
prompted  the  various  modes  of  extortion  and 
rapine  :  But,  in  his  room,  they  have  fix  or 
feven  Daemons  a-piece,  to  direct  the  difTipation 
of  their  ill-gotten  wealth. 
,  Inv.  Indeed  ! 

Devil.  Poor  Lucifer,  it  is  all  over  with  him  ! 
if  it  were  not  for  the  fluBnation  of  India,  an 
occafional  lottery,  or  a  conteftcd  eleftion,  the 
Alley  would  be  empty,  and  Lucifer  have  as 
little  to  do  as  a  pickpocket  when  the  playhoules 
are  fhut. 

Inv.  Perhaps.  Sir,  then  your  name  may  he 
Belzebub  ? 

Devil.  He  ?  worfc  and  worfe  !  Not  a  devil 
that  has  the  leaft  regard  to  his  character  would 
chufe  to  be  fecn  in  his  company  :  Beiides,  it 
is  the  mod  petulant,  wafpifh,  quaireHbme  cur — 
But  no  wonder  ;  he  is  the  imp  of  chicane,  and 
protecls  the  rotten  part  of  the  law. 

Inv.  Then  he,  at  leaft,  has  employment 
enough. 

Devil.  Yes,  during  the  Term,  he  has  a  good 
deal  to  do  :  He  is  the  parent  of  quibbles,  the 
guardian  of  pettifoggers,  bad  bail,  and  of  bailiffs ; 

the 
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the  fupporier  of  alibi's,  the  fource  of  fham  picas, 
the  maker  and  finder  of  flaws,  the  patron  of 
perjury,  and  a  fworn  foe  to  all  trials  by  jury ! 
Not  long  ago,  though,  my  gentleman  was  put  to 
his  fhifts. 

Inv.  How  was  that  ? 

Demi.  The  law  had  laid  hold  of  an  old  friend 
of  his,  for  being  too  pofitive  as  to  a  matter 
of  fa£l ;  evidence,  evafion,  protraction,  pleas, 
every  art,  was  employed  to  acquit  him,  that  the 
mod  confummate  {kill  could  fugged ;  but  ail  to 
no  purpofe. 

Inv.  That  was  ft  range. 

Devil.  Beyond  all  belief;  he  could  have 
hang'd  a  dozen  innocent  people,  with  half  the 
pains  that  this  paltry  perjury  gave  him. 

/nn.  How  came  that  about  ? 

Dtvil.  Why — I  don't  know — he  had  unfop- 
tunately  to  do  with  an  obftinate  magiftrate,  who 
bears  a  mortal  hatred  to  rogues,  and  whofe 
fagacity  could  not  be  deceived.  But,  however, 
tho*  he  was  not  able  to  fave  his  friend  from  the 
ihame  of  conviction  (a  trifle,  which  he  indeed 
but  little  regarded),  yet  he  had  the  addrefs  to 
evade,  or  at  lead  defer,  the  time  of  his  pu- 
nilliment. 

Inv.  By  what  means  ? 
il.  By  finding  a  flaw. 

D  2  Intl. 
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Inv.  A  flaw  !  what's  a  flaw  ? 

Devil.  A  legal  loop-hole,  that  the  lawyers 
leave  open  for  a  rogue  now  and  then  to  creep 
through,  that  the  game  mayn't  be  wholly  de- 
ilroyed. 

Inv.  Provident  fportfmen !  Would  it  not 
be  too  much  trouble  to  favour  ""ne  with  this 
particular  inftance  ? 

Devil.  Not  at  all.  Why,  Sir,  when  matters 
grew  defperate,  and  the  cafe  was  given  over 
Jor  loft,  little  Belzy  ftarts  up  in  the  form  of  an 
able  practitioner,  and  humbly  conceived,  that 
his  client  could  not  be  convicted  upon  that 
indictment ;  forafmuch  as  therein  he  was  charg'd 
with  forfwearing  himfelf  x  o  w  ;  whereas  it 
clearly  appeared,  by  the  evidence,  that  he  had 
only  forfworn  hitnfelf  THEN  :  If,  indeed,  he 
had  been  indicted  generally,  for  committing 
perjury  now  Aunthen,  proofs  might  be  produced 
of  any  perjury  he  may  have  committed;  whereas, 
by.  limiting  the  point  of  time  to  the  now,  no 
proofs  could  be  admitted  as  to  the  then  :  So 
that,  with  fubmiflion,  he  humbly  conceived, 
his  client  was  clearly  abfolved,  and  his  character 
as  fair  and  as  fpotlefs  as  a  babe  that's  juft  born, 
and  immaculate  as  a  fheet  of  white  paper. 

Inv.  And  the  objection  was  good  ? 

Demi.  Fatal;  there  was  no  getting  rid  of  the 

flaw. 

Inv. 
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Inv.  And  the  gentleman . 

Devil.  Walks  about  at  his  eafq ;  not  a  public 
place,  but  he  thrufts  his  perfon  full  in  your  face. 

Inv.  That  ought  not  to  be  ;  the  contempt  of 
the  Public,  that  neceflary  fupplemcnt  to  the 
beft-digefted  body  of  laws,  Ihould  in  thefe  cafes 
be  never  difpenfed  with. 

Devil.  In  days  of  yore,  when  the  world  was 
but  young,  that  method  had  merit,  and  the 
fenfe  of  fhame  was  a  kind  of  a  curb ;  but  knaves 
are  now  fo  numerous  and  wealthy,  they  can 
keep  one  another  in  countenance,  and  laugh 
at  the  reft  of  the  world. 

Inv.  There  may  be  fomething  in  that. — 
Well,  Sir,  I  have  twice  been  out  of  my  guefs; 
will  you  give  me  leave  to  hazard  a  third  ?  Per 
haps  you  are  Belphegor,  or  Uriel  ? 

Devil.  Neither.  They  too  are  but  diminutive 
devils;  The  firit  favours  the  petty,  pilfering 
frauds ;  he  may  be  traced  in  the  double  fcore 
and  foap'd  pot  of  the  publican,  the  allum  and 
chalk  of  the  baker,  in  the  ibphiilicated  mixtures 
of  the  brewers  of  wine  and  of  beer,  and  in  the 
falfe  meafurcs  and  weights  of  them  all. 

Inv.  And  Uriel? 

Devil.  He  is  the  Diumon  of  quacks  and  of 
mountebanks ;  a  thriving  race  all  over  the 
world,  but  their  true  feat  of  empire  is  England  : 

There 
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There,  a  fhort  fWord.  a  tye,  and  a  noftrum,  ^ 
month's  advertifmg,  with  a  fhower  of  handbills, 
never  fail  of  creating  a  fortune.  But  of  this 
tribe  I  forefee  I  ihall  have  occafjQn  to  fpcak. 
hereafter. 

l»v.  Well,  but,  Sir 

Devil.  Come,  Sir,  I  will  put  an  end  to  your 
pain  }  for,  from  my  appearance,  it  is  impoflible 
you  mould  ever  guefs  at  my  perfon. — Now, 
Mifc,  what  think  you  of  Cupid. 

liar.  You  ?  you  Cupid  ?  you  the  gay  go4 
of  love  ? 

f)eml.  Yes;  me,  me,  Mifs  \ — What,  I  fup- 
pofe  you  expecied  the  quiver  at  my  back,  and 
the  bow  in  my  hand  ;  the  purple  pinions,  and 
filleted  forehead,  with  the  blooming  graces  of 
youth  and  of  beauty. 

Har.  Why,  I  can't  but  fay  the  poets  had 
taught  me  to  expeel  charms 

Devil.  That  never  exifted  but  in  the  fire  of 
their  fancy ;  all  fiction  and  phrenzy  ! 

."/»#.  Then,  perhaps,  Sir,  thefe  creative  gen 
tlemen  may  err  as  much  in  your  office,  as  it 
is  clear  they  have  millaken  your  perfon. 

DcviL   Why,   their   notions  of  me   are  but 
narrow.     It  is  true,   I  do  a  little  bufmefs  in  the 
amorous  way  ;    but  my  dealings  arc  of  a  dif 
ferent  kind  to  thofe  they  defcribe. —  My  pro 
vince 
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vince  lies  in  forming  conjunctions  abfurd  and 
prepofterous  :  It  is  I  that  couple  boys  and 
beldames,  girls  and  greybeards,  together ;  and 
when  you  fee  a  man- of  falhion  lock'd  in  legiti* 
mate  wedlock  with  the  ftale  leavings  of  half  the 
fellows  in  town,  or  a  lady  of  fortune  feuin<$ 
out  for  Edinburgh  in  a  poft-chaife  with  het 
footman,  you  may  always  fet  it  down  as  fome 
of  my  handy  work.  But  this  is  but  an  incon- 
fiderabie  branch  of  my  bufinefo. , 

Inv.  Indeed  ? 

Demi.  The  feveral  arts  of,  the  drama,  dance- 
ing,  mufick,  and  painting,  owe  their  exiilence 
to  me :  I  am  the  father  of  fafhions,  the  inventor 
of  quints,  trente,  quarante,  and  hazard ;  the 
guardian  of  gamefters,  the  genius  of  gluttony, 
and  the  author,  proteftor.  and  patron  of  licen- 
tioufnefs,  lewdnefs,  and  luxury. 

Inv.  Your  department  is  large. 

Devil.  One  time  or  other  I  may  give  you  a 
more  minute  account  of  thefe  matters ;  at 
prefent  we  have  not  a  moment  to  lofe  :  Should 
my  tyrant  return,  I  muft  expect  to  be  again 
cork'd  up  in  a  bottle.  [Knocking."]  And  hark ! 
it  is  the  conful  that  knocks  at  the  door ;  there 
fore  be  quick  !  how  can  I  ferve  you  ? 

Inv.  You  are  no  ftranger,  Sir,  tooiir  diftrefs: 
Here,  we  are  unprotected  and  friendlefs;  could 
your  art  convey  us  to  the  place  of  our  birth — 

Devil. 


Devil.  To  England  ? 

Inv.  If  you  pleafe. 

Devil.  Without  danger,  and  with  great  ex 
pedition.  Come  to  this  window,  and  lay  hold 
of  my  cloak.— I  have  often  refided  in  England: 
At  prefent,  indeed,  there  are  but  few  of  our 
family  there ;  every  feventh  year,  we  have  a 
general  difpenfation  for  refidence;  for  at  that 
time  the  inhabitants  themfelves  can  play  the 
devil  without  our  aid  or  afliftance.— Off  we  go ! 
{tick  faft  to  your  hold  i  [Thunder.  Exeunt. 


ACT 


w 
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ACT  II. 

A  Street  in  London. 
Enter  Devi!,  Invoice,  and  Harriet. 

Devil. 

ELL,  my  good  friends,  I  hope  you  are 
not  difpleafed  with  your  journey  ? 

Inv.  We  had  no  time  to  be  tired. 

Har.  No  vehicle  was  ever  Ib  eafy. 

Devil.  Then,  by  you  mortals  what  injuflice  is 
done  us,  when  every  crazy,  creek  ing,  jolting, 
jumbling  coach,  is  called  the  devil  of  a  carnage. 

Inv.  Very  true. 

Devil.  Oh,amongft  you  we  are  horridly  ufed. — 
Well,  Sir,  you  now  fee  I  am  a  Devil  cf  honour, 
and  have  punctually  obeyed  your  commands  : 
But  I  fha'n't  limit  my  gratitude  to  a  literal  com 
pliance  with  our  compact ;  is  there  any  thing  elfc 
for  your  fervice  ? 

Inv.  Were  I  not  afraid  to  trefpafs  coo  much 
on  your  time 

Devil.  A  truce  to  your  compliments !   Tho* 

they  are  the  common  change  of  the  world,  we 

know  of  what  bafe  mecal  the  coin  is  compofed, 

£  and 
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and  have  cried  down  the  currency  :  Speak  your 
wiflies  at  once. 

Inv.  England,  Sir,  is  our  country,  it  is  true  •, 
but  Mifs  Maxwell  being  born  abroad,  and  my 
leaving  it  young,  have  made  us  both  as  much 
ftrangers  to  its  manners  and  culloms,  as  if  you  had 
fet  us  down  at  Ifpahan  or  Delhi :  Give  us,  then, 
fome  little  knowledge  of  the  people  with  whom 
we  are  to  live. 

Devil.  That  tafk,  young  gentleman,  is  too  much 
even  for  the  Devil  himfelf !  Where  liberty  reigns, 
and  property  is  pretty  equally  fpread,  indepen 
dence  and  pride  will  give  each  individual  a  pecu 
liar  and  feparatc  character:  When  clafied  in  pro- 
feflions,  indeed,  they  then  wear  fome  fingular 
marks  that  diftinguifo  them  from  the  reft  of  their 
race;  thefe  it  may  be  neceflaryfor  you  to  know. 

Inv.  You  will  highly  oblige  me. 

Devil.  And  at  the  fame  time  that  I  am  mewing 
you  perfons,  I  will  give  you  fome  little  light  into 
things.  Health  and  property  you  know  are  the  two 
important  objects  of  human  attention  :  You  mall 
firft  fee  their  (late  and  fituation  in  London. 

Inv.  You  mean  the  practice  of  phyfick  and  law  ? 

Devil.  I  do.  And  as  to  the  firil,  you  will  find 
it,  in  fome  of  the  profeffors,  a  fcience,  noble,  falu- 
tary,  and  liberal ;  in  others,  a  trade,  as  mean  as 
it  is  mercenary ;  a  contemptible  combination  of 

dunces 
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dunces,  nurfes,  and  apothecaries :  But  you  have 
now  a  lucky  opportunity  of  knowing  more  in  an 
hour  of  the  great  improvements  in  this  branch  of 
civil  fociety,  than,  by  any  other  means,  feven  years 
could  have  taught  you. 

Inv.  Explain,  if  you  pleafe. 

Devil.  The  fpirit  of  Difcord  prevails :  The 
republic  of  tied  periwigs,  like  the  Romans  pf 
.old,  have  turned  their  arms  from  the  reft  of  man 
kind,  to  draw  their  fhort  fwords  on  themfelves. 

Inv.  But  how  came  this  about  ? 

Devil.  To  carry  on  the  metaphor,  you  muft 
know,  in  this  great  town,  there  are  two  corps  of 
thefe  troops,  equally  numerous,  and  equally  for 
midable;  The  firft,  it  is  true,  are  difciplined,  and 
fight  under  a  general,  whom  they  chriften  a  Pr$- 
fidcnt:  The  iVcond  contains  the  hufiars,  and  pan- 
dours  of  phyfick  ;  they  rarely  attack  a  patient  to 
gether  ;  not  but  the  latter  iingle-handed  can  do 
good  execution. 

Inv.  But  their  caufe  of  contention  ? 

Devil.  Pride.  The  light  troops  are  jealous  of 
fome  honours  the  others  pofiefs  by  prefcription, 
and,  though  but  a  militia,  think  they  have  right 
to  an  equal  rank  with  the  regulars. 

Inv.  Why,  this  in  time  may  ruin  their  flate. 

Devil.  True  j  but  that  we  muft  prevent  j  it  is 

our  interelt  to  make  up  this  breach :  Already  we 

E  2  feel 
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feel  the  fatal  efFecls  of  their  feuds:  Byneglefting 
their  patients,  the  weekly  bills  daily  decline,  and 
new  fubjects  begin  to  grow  fcarce  in  our  realms. 

Inv.  This  does,  indeed,  claim  your  attention. 

Devil.  We  purpofe  to  call  in  the  aid  of  the 
law ;  bleeding  the  purfe  is  as  effectual  for  damp 
ing  the  fpirit,  as  opening  a  vein  for  lowering  the 
pulfe  :  The  Daemon  of  Litigation  has  already 
poffefTed  the  Licentiates  ;  I  muft  infufe  the  fame 
paflion  into  the  Prefident;  and  I  warrant  you,  in 
two  or  three  terms,  with  two  or  three  trials,  all 
fides  will  be  heartily  tired.  Btit,  a-propcs  !  I  fee 
a  brace  of  apothecaries  coming  this  way  ;  they 
feem  deep  in  debate  :  Let  us  liften-,  we  fhall  beft 
learn  from  them  the  prefent  poilure  of — Huih, 
hide  ! — You  {hall  here  too  have  a  proof  what  a 
Proteus  I  am.  [They  retire. 

Enter  Julep  and  Apozem,  ivith  a  letter. 

Julep.  I  tell  you,  Apozem,  you  are  but  young 
in  the  bufmefs,  and  don't  forefee  how  much  we 
fliall  be  all  hurt  in  the  end. 

Apozem.  Well,  but  what  can  be  done,  Mr. 
Julep  ?  Here  Dr.  Hellebore  writes  me  word, 
that  they  threaten  a  fiege,  and  are  provided  with 
fire-arms :  Would  you  have  them  furrender  the 
College  at  once  ? 

Julep.  Fire-arms  ?  If  they  are  mad  enough  not 

to 
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to  know  that  the  pen  is  the  doctor's  beft  piftol, 
why,  let  them  proceed  ! 

Apozem.  But  are  we  to  (land  quietly  by,  and 
fee  the  very  feat  of  the  fcience  demolifhed  and 
torn  ? 

"julep.  And  with  what  arms  are  we  to  "defend 
it  ?  where  are  our  cannon  ?  We  have  mortars 
indeed,  but  then  they  are  fit  to  hold  nothing  but 
peftles  ;  and,  as  to  our  fmall  arms,  of  what  ufe 
can  they  be  in  a  fiege  ?  they  are  made,  you  know, 
to  attack  only  the  rear. 

Apozem.  Come,  come,  Mr.  Julep,  you  make 
too  light  of  thefe  matters  :  To  have  the  lawful 
descendants  from  Galen,  the  throne  of  Efculapius, 
overturned  by  a  parcel  of  Goths  ! 

Julep.  Peace,  Apozern,  or  treat  your  betters 
with  proper  refpect !  What,  numfkull,  do  you 
think  all  phylicians  are  blockheads,  who  have 
not  warned  their  hands  in  the  Cam  or  the  Ifis  ? 

Apozem.  Well,  but  I  hope  you  will  allow  that 
a  univerfity-doctor 

Julep.  May,  for  aught  you  know,  be  a  dunce, 
Befidcs,  fool,  what  have  we  to  do  with  degrees  ? 
The  doctor  that  dofes  beft  is  the  beft  doctor  for 
us.  You  talk  of  the  College;  there  are fome of 
their  names,  I  am  fure,  that  I  never  defire  to  fee 
on  my  file. 

Apozem.  Indeed ! 


30  THE  DEVIL  UPON  TWO  STICKS, 

Julep.  Indeed  ?  no,  indeed.  Why,  there's  Dr. 
Dietythat  makes  fuch  a  duft:  He  had  a  perfon  of 
fafhion,  a  patient  of  mine,  under  his  cr.re  t'other 
day  ;  as  fine  a  flow  fever  !  1  was  in  hopes  of  half 
making  my  fortune  - 


.  Yes  ;  I  love  a  (low  fever.     Was  it 
nervous  ? 

Julep.  Ay  ;  with  a  lovely  dejection  of  fpirits. 

Apozern.  That  was  delightful,  indeed  !  I  look 
upon  the  nerves  and  the  bile  to  be  the  two  beft 
friends  we  have  to  our  back.  —  Well,  pray,  and 
bow  did  it  anfwer  ? 

Julep.  Not  at  all  ;  the  fcoundrel  let  him  flip 
through  my  hands  for  a  fong  j  only  a  paltry  fix 
pounds  and  a  crown. 

Apvzem.  Shameful  ! 

Julep.  Infamous  !  and  yet,  foriboth,  he  was 
one  of  your  College.  Well,  now  to  (hew  you 
the  difference  in  men  •,  but  the  very  week  after, 
Dr.  Lia&us,  from  Ley  den,  run  me  up  a  bill  of 
thirty  odd  pounds,  for  only  attending  Alderman 
Soakpot  fix  days  in  a  forfeit. 

Apozem.  Ay,  that  was  doing  of  bufmefs. 

Julep.  Ah  \  that's  a  fweet  pretty  practitioner, 
Apozem  :  We  muft  alj  do  our  utmoft  to  pufh  him. 

Apvzem.  Without  doubt.  But,  notwithftanci- 
ing  all  that  you  fay,  Mr.  Julep,  there  are  fome  of 
the  gentlemen  of  the  College,  that  I  know  - 

Julep. 
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Julep.  Ah  !  as  fine  fellows  as  ever  fingered  ft 
pulfe  ;  not  one  of  the  trade  will  deny  it. 

Apozem.  But,  amongft  all  now,  old  NatNight- 
fliade  is  the  man  for  my  money. 

Julep.  Yes  ;  Nat,  Nat  has  merit,  I  own ;  but, 
pox  take  him  !  he  is  fo  dcvilifti  quick  :  To  be 
iure,  he  has  a  very  pretty  fluent  pen  whilft  it 
lads  ;  but  then  he  makes  fuch  difpatch,  that  one 
has  hardly  time  to  fend  in  two  dozen  of  draughts* 

jfpczem.  Yes  j  the  doctor  drives  on,  to  be  fure* 

Julep.  Drives  on  !  If  I  am  at  all  free  in  the 
houfe  when  old  Nightfliade  is  fent  for,  as  a  pre* 
.paratory  doie  I  always  recommend  an  attorney. 

Apozem.  An  attorney  ?  for  what  ? 

Julep.  To  make  the  patient's  will,  before  he 
/wallows  the  doctor's  prefcnption. 

Apozem.  That  is  prudent. 

Julep.  Yes  •,  I  generally  afterwards  get  the 
thanks  of  the  family. 

Apozem.  What,  Mr.  Julep,  for  the  attorney,  or 
the  phyfician  ?  ha,  ha  ! 

Julep.  Ha,  ha  !  you  are  arch,  little  Apozem  ; 
quite  a  wag,  I  profefs. 

Apozem.  Why,  you  know,  brother  Julep,  thefe 
are  iubjecls  upon  which  one  can  hardly  beferious. 

Julep.  True,  true ;  but  then  you  mould  never 
laugh  loud  in  the  ftreet:  We  may  indulge,  indeed, 
a  kind  of  fimpering  fmile  to  our  patients,  as  we 

drive 
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drive  by  in  our  chariots ;  but  then  there  is  a 
decency,  not  to  fay  dignity,  that  becomes  the 
publick  demeanour  of  us,  who  belong  to  the 
faculty. 

dpozem.  True.  And  yet  there  are  times  when 
one  can  hardly  forbear  :  Why,  t'other  day  now 
I  had  like  to  have  burft  :  I  was  following  a  fune 
ral  into  St.  George's — a  fweet  pretty  burying; 
velvet  pall,  hatband  and  glovts  ;  and,  indeed, 
the  widow  was  quite  handfome  in  all  things  ;  paid 
my  bill  the  next  week,  without  fconcing  off  fix- 
pence,  though  they  were  thought  to  have  lived  hap 
pily  together — but,  as  I  was  a-faying,  as  we  were 
entering  the  church,  who  fhould  fland  in  the  porch 
but  Kit  Cabbage  the  taylor,  with  a  new  pair  of 
breeches  under  his  arm  :  The  fly  rogue  made  me 
a  bow,  "  Servant,  mafter  Apozem  !"  fays  he ; 
"  what,  you  are  carrying  home  your  work  too, 
"  I  fee."  Did  you  ever  hear  fuch  a  dog  ? 

Julep.  Ay,  ay ;  let  them,  let  them — But,  is  not 
that  Dr.  Squib  that  is  eroding  the  way  ? 

Apozem.  Yes ;  you  may  fee  it  is  Squib,  by  his 
muffle.  What,  I  fuppofe  now  he  is  fcouring 
away  for  the  College. 

Julep.  Who?  Squib  ?  how  little  you  know  of 
him  !  he  did  not  care  if  all  our  tribe  was  tipped 
into  the  Thames. 
No  ! 
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Julep.  No  ?  Lord  help  you  !  he  is  too  much 
taken  up  with  the  national  illnefs,  to  attend  to 
particular  ails  :  Why,  he  would  quit  the  beft 
patient  in  town,  to  hunt  after  a  political  fecret ; 
and  would  rather  have  a  whifper  from  a  great 
man  in  the  Court  of  Requefts,than  five  hundred 
pound's  for  attending  him  in  a  chronical  cafe. 

Apozem.  Wondeifui ! — Who  can  that  dirty  boy 
be  that  he  has  in  his  hand  ? 

Julep.  One  of  his  fcouts,  I  fuppofe. — We 
(hall  fee. 

Re-enter  Devil,  as  Dr.  Squib,  and  Printer* sDeviL 

Squib.  And  you  are  fure  this  was  worked  off* 
one  of  the  firft  ? 

Boy.  Not  a  fingle  one,  Sir,  has  been  fcnt  out 
as  yet. 

Squib.  That  is  daintily  done,  my  dear  devil  I 
Here,  child,  here's  fixpence.  When  your  matter 
gives  you  the  red,  you  need  not  be  in  hails  to  de 
liver  them,  but  ftep  into  the  firft  publick-houfe 
to  refrefh  you. 

Boy.  I  (hall,  Sir. 

Squib.  By  that  means,  I  (hall  be  earlieft  to  treat 
two  or  three  great  men  that  I  know  with  the  fight. 

Bey.  No  further  commands,  Sir  ? 

Squib.  None,  child. — Buc,  d'ye  hear?  if  you 

pan  at  any  time  get  me  the  rough  reading  of 

F  i.ny 
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any  tart  political  manufcripf,  before  it  goes-  to 
the  prefs,  you  iha'n't  be  a  lofer. 

Boy.  I  (hall  try,  Sir. 

Squib.  That's  well  !  Mind  your  buftnefs,  and 
go  on  but  as  you  begin,  and  I  foreiee  your  fortune 
is  made  :  Come,  who  knows  but  in  a  little  time, 
if  you  are  a  good  boy,  you  may  get  yourfelf 
committed  to  Newgate. 

Boy.  Ah,  Sir,  I  am  afraid  I  am  too  young. 

Squib.  Not  at  ail :  I  have  fcen  lads  in  limbo 
much  younger  than  you.  Come,  don't  be  faint 
hearted  -,  there  has  many  a  printer  been  railed  to 
the  pillory  from  as  (lender  beginnings. 

Boy.  That's  great  comfort,  however.  Well,  Sir, 
I'll  do  my  endeavour.  [Exit. 

Squib.  Do,  do  ! — What,  Apozem  !  Julep  ! 
well  encountered,  my  lads  !  You  are  a  couple 
of  lucky  rogues  !  Here,  here's  a  treat  for  a 
prince ;  fuch  a  print,  boys  !  juft  frefh  from  the 
plate :  Feel  it ;  fo  wet  you  may  wring  it. 

Julep.  And  pray,  good  doctor,  what  is  the 
fubjcd  ? 

Squib.  Subject  ?  Gad  take  me,  a  trimmer ! 
this  will  make  fome  folks  that  we  know  look 
about  them  :  Hey,  Julep,  don't  you  think  this 
fting  ? 

Julep.  I  profefs  I  don't  underftand  it. 

Squib.  No  ?  Why,  zounds,  it  is  as  plain  as  a 

pikeltaffj 
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pikeftaff;  in  your  own  way  too,  you  blockhead  ! 
Can't  you  fee  ?  Read,  read  the  title,  you  rogue  ! 
But,  perhaps  you  can't  without  fpectacles.  Let 
me  fee  ;  ay,  "  The  State  -Quacks ;  or,  Britannia 
"  a-dying  :"  You  take  it  ? 

"Julep.  Very  well. 

Squib.  There  you  fee  her  ftretched  along  on  a 
pallet ;  you  may  know  (he  is  Britannia,  by  the 
fliield  and  fpear  at  the  head  of  her  bed. 

Apozsm.  Very  plain  •,  for  all  the  world  like 
the  wrong  fide  of  a  halfpenny  ! 

Squib.  Well  faid,  little  Apozem  !  you  Have 
difcernment,  I  fee.  Pier  difcafe  is  a  lethargy  ; 
you  fee  how  fick  (he  is,  by  holding  her  hand  to 
her  head  \  don't  you  fee  that  ? 

Julep.  I  do,  I  do. 

Squib.  Well  then,  look  at  that  figure  there  upon 
her  left-hand. 

Julep.  Which  ? 

Squib.  Why,  he  that  holds  a  draught  to  her 
mouth. 

Julep.  What,  the  man  with  the  phial  ? 

Squib.  Ay,  he  !  he  with  the  phial  :  That  is 
fuppofed  to  be — [whifpen  ~\  offering  her  lauda 
num,  to  lull  her  fader  aileep. 

Julep.  Laudanum  i  a  noble  medicine  when 
adminiftered  properly  :  I  remember  once,  in  a 

locked  jaw— 

F  2  -Squib. 
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Squib.  Damn  your  lock'djaw  !  hold  your  prat 
ing,  you  puppy  !  I  wifh  your  jaws  were  lock'd  ! 
i'ox  take  him,  I  have  forgot  what  I  was  going 
to  !  Apozem,  where  did  I  leave  off? 

Afozem.  You  left  off  at  fader  afleep. 

Squib.  True;  I  was  fafter  afleep.  Well  then-, 
you  fee  that  thin  figure  there,  with  the  meagre 
chaps  i  he  with  the  ftraw  in  his  hand. 

A$o"zem.  Very  plain. 

Squib.  He  is  fuppofed  to  be \wbijfers] 

You  take  me  ? 

Julep.  Ay,  ay. 

Squib.  Who  ronzes  Britannia,  by  tickling  her 
nofe  wiih  that  ftraw  •>  (he  ftarts,  and  with  a  jerk — 
[ftarting)  Jtrikes  Julep, ~\  I  beg  pardon! — and 
•with  a  jerk  knocks  the  bottle  of  laudanum  out 
of  his  hand  j  and  fo,  by  that  there  means,  you 
fee,  Britannia  is  delivered  from  death. 

Julep.  Ay,  ay. 

Squib.  Hey!  you  fwallow  the  fat  ire  ?  Pretty 
bitter,  I  think  ? 

Julep.  I  can't  fay  that  I  quite  underftand — that 

i  c__o          *•*  ^^ 
J6         n         a"""" 

Squib.  Not  underftand  ?  then  what  a  fool  am 
I  to  throw  away  my  time  on  a  dunce!  1  mail 
mifs  too  the  reading  a  new  pamphlet  ifi  Red- 
Lion-Square  j  and  at  fix  I  muft  be  at  Serjcant's- 
Inn,  to  juftify  bail  for  a  coiiple  of  journeymen 

printefs. 

dfczem. 
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Apozem.  But,  Dr.  Squib,  you  feem  to  have 
forgot  the  cafe  of  the  College,  your  brethren. 

Squib.  I  have  no  time  to  attend  their  trifling 
fquabbles :  The  nation,  the  nation,  Mr.  Apozem, 
engrofics  my  care.  The  College  !  could  they  but 
get  me  a  fciptic  to  ftop  the  bleeding  wounds  of 
my — it  is  there,  there,  that  I  feel !  Oh,  Julep, 
Apozem, 

Could  they  but  caft  the  water  of  this  land, 
Purge  her  grofs  humours,  purify  her  blood, 
And  give  her  back  her  priftine  health  again, 
I  would  applaud  them  to  the  very  echo 
That  (liould  applaud  again  ! 

Julep.  Indeed,  Dr.  Squib,  that  I  believe  is 
out  of  the  way  of  the  College. 

Squib.  Throw  phyfic  to  the  dogs  then !  I'll  hare 

none  oft. 

But  tell  me,  Apozem,  inform  me,  Julep, 
What  fenna,  rhubarb,  or  what  purgative  drug, 
Can  fcour  thefe hence  ? 

You  underftand  me,  lads ! 

Julep.  In  good  truth,  not  I,  Sir. 

Squib.  No!  then  fo much  the  better!  I  war 
rant  little  Pozy  does. — Well,  adieu,  my  brave 
boys !  for  I  have  not  an  inflant  to  lole.  Not  under- 
ftand  me,  hey  ?  Apozem,  you  do,  you  rogue  ?-— 
What  fenna,  rhubarb, or — hey— can  fcour  thefe  Sx>— 
Egad,  I  had  like  to  have  gone  too  far ! — Well, 
bye,  bye !  [Exit  Squib. 

7W#>.Why,thepoorman  Teems  out  of  hisfenfes* 
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dpozem.  When  he  talked  of  throwino-  phyfic 
to  the  dogs,  I  confcis  I  began  to  fufpect  him.  But 
we  fhall  be  late  ;  we  muft  attend  our  fummons, 
you  know. 

Julep.  Throw  phyfic  to  the  dogs !  I  can  tell 
thee,  Apozem,  if  he  does  not  get  cured  of  thefe 
fancies  and  freaks,  he  is  more  likely  to  go  to  the 
kennel  by  half.  Throw  phyfic  to  the  clogs !  an 
impertinent  ignorant  puppy  !  [Exeunt. 

Re-enter  Devil,  Invoice,  and  Harriet. 

Devil.  Well,  I  think  chance  has  thrown  a  pretty 
good  fample  into  your  way.  Now,  if  I  could 
but  get  one  to  conduct  you— But  ftay !  who  have 
we  here  ? 

Enter  Loft,  with  a  pair  ofjboes. 

"Laft.  Pray,  good  gentleman,  can  you  tell  a 
body  which  is  the  ready  road  to  find  Warwkk- 
lane  ? 

Devil.  Warwick-lane,  friend  ?  and  prithee 
what  can  thy  errand  be  there  ? 

Lajt.  I  am  going  there  to  take  out  a  licence 
to  make  me  a  doctor,  an  like  your  worfliip. 

Devil.  Where  do" you  live  ? 

Loft.  A  little  way  off,  in  the  country, 

Devil.  Your  name,  honeft  friend,  and  your 
bnfinefs  ? 

Laf.  My  name,  mailer,  is  Laft  j  by  trade  I 

am 
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am  a  doctor,  and  by  profeflion  a  maker  of  fhoes  : 
I  was  born  to  the  one,  and  bred  up  to  the  other. 

Dc-jil.  Born  ?  I  don't  underftand  you. 

Laft.  Why,  I  am  a  feventh  fon,  and  fo  were 
my  father. 

Devil.  Oh !  a  very  clear  title.  And  pray, 
now,  in  what  branch  does  your  (kill  chiefly  lie  ? 

Laft.  By  cafting  a  water,  I  cures  the  jaun- 
darfe ;  I  taps  folks  for  a  tenpenny  ;  and  have  a 
choice  charm  for  the  agar ;  and,  over  and  above 
that,  mafter,  I  bleeds. 

Devil.  Bleeds  ?  and  are  your  neighbours  fo 
bold  as  to  truft  you  ? 

Laft.  Truft  me  ?  ay,  mailer,  that  they  will^ 
fooner  than  narra  a  man  in  the  country.  May 
hap  you  may  know  Dr.  Tyth'em  our  rector  at 
home. 

Devil.  I  can't  fay  that  I  do. 

Laft.  He's  the  flower  of  a  man  in  the  pulpit. 
Why,  t'other  day,  you  muft  kno\v,taking  a  turn  in 
his  garden,  and  thinking  of  nothing  at  all,  down 
falls  the  doftor  flat  in  a  fit  of  perplexity  ;  Ma 
dam  Tyth'em,  believing  her  hufband  was  dead, 
di  redly  fent  the  lex  ton  for  I. 

Devil.  An"arFcctionate  wife! 
Laft.  Yes ;  they  are  a  main    happy  couple. 
Sure  as  a  gun,  mafter,  when  I  corned,  his  face 
was  as  black  as  his  caflbck  :  But,  howfomdever, 

1  took 
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I  took  out  my  launcelot,  and  forthwith  opened  a 
large  artifice  here  in  one  of  the  juglcrs:  The 
doctor  bled  like  a  pig. 

Devil.  I  dare  fay. 

Laft.  But  it  did  the  bufinefs,  howfomdever ; 
I  compafled  the  job. 

Devi!.  What,  he  recovered  ? 

Laft.  Recovered  ?  Lord  help  you  !  why,  but 
laft  Sunday  was  fe'nnight — to  be  fure,  the  doctor 
is  given  to  weeze  a  little,  becaufe  why,  he  is 
main  opulent,  and  apt  to  be  tificky — but  he 
compofed  as  fvveet  a  difcourfe — I  flept  from  be 
ginning  to  end. 

Devil.  That  was  compofing,  indeed. 

Laft.  Ay,  warn't  it,  matter,  for  a  man  that 
is  ftrucken  in  years  ? 

Devil.  Oh,  a  wonderful  effort ! 

Laft.  Well,  like  your  worfhip,  and,  befides  all 
this  I  have  been  telling  you,  I  have  a  pretty 
tight  hand  at  a  tooth. 

Devil.  Indeed ! 

Laft,  Ay;  and  I'll  fay  a  bold  word,  that,  in 
drawing  a  thoufand,  I  never  ftumpt  a  man  in 
my  life  :  Now  let  your  Rafperini's,  and  all  your 
foreign  mounfeers,  with  their  fine  dainty  freeches, 
fay  the  like  if  they  can. 

Devil.  I  defy  them. 

So  you  may.     Then,  about  a  dozen 

years 
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jrears  ago,  before  thefe  here  Suttons  made  fuch  a 
noife,  I  had  ibme  thoughts  of  occupying  for  the 
fmall-pox. 

Devil.  Ay  ;  that  would  have  wound  up  your 
bottom  at  once.  And,  why  did  not  you  ? 

Laft.  Why,  I  don't  know,  matter  j  the  neigh 
bours  were  frightful,  and  would  not  confent ; 
otherwife,  by  this  time,'tis  my  belief,  men,  women, 
and  children,  I  might  have  occupied  twenty  thou- 
land  at  lead. 

Devil.  Upon  my  word ! — But,  you  fay  a  dozen 
years,  mailer  Laft  :  As  you  have  pradlifed  phy* 
fie  without  permiClon  ib  long,  what  makes  you 
now  think  of  getting  a  licence  ? 

Laft.  Why,  it  is  all  along  with  one  Lotion,  a 
pottercarrier,  that  lives  in  a  little  town  hard  by 
we;  he  is  grown  old  and  lafcivious,  I  think,  and 
threatens  to  preicnt  me  at  fize,  if  fo  be  I  practize 
any  longer. 

Devil.  What,  I  fuppofe  you  run  away  with 
the  bufmefs  ? 

Laft.  Right,  mafter;  you  have  guefled  the 
matter  at  once.  So  I  was  telling  my  tale  to 
Sawney  M*£regor,  who  comes  now  and  then 
to  our  town  with  his  pack  ;  God,  he  advifed  me 
to  get  made  a  doctor  at  once,  and  fend  for  a 
dipkimmy  from  Scotland. 

ZX'v/Y.  Why, that  was  the  right  road,  mafter  Laft. 
G  Laft. 
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Loft.  True.  But  my  mailer  Tyth'em  tells  me, 
that  I  can  get  it  done  for  pretty  near  the  fame 
price  here  in  London  -t  fo,  I  had  rather,  d'ye  fee, 
lay  out  my  money  at  home^  than  tranfport  it  to 
foreign  parts,  as  we  fayj  becaule  why,  mafter,  I 
thinks  there  has  too  much  already  gone  that  road. 

Devil.  Spoke  like  an  Englimman  ! 

Laft.  I  have  a  pair  of  fhoes  here,  to  carry  home 
to  farmer  Fallow's  fon,  that  lives  with  mafter 
Grogram  the  mercer  hard  by  here  inCheapfide* 
ib  I  thought  I  might  as  well  do  both  bufmeffes 
under  one. 

Devil.  True.  Your  way,  mafter  Laft,  lies  be* 
fore  you  ;  the  fccond  ftreet,  you  muft  turn  to  the 
left ;  then  enter  the  firft  great  gates  that  you  fee. 

Laft.  And  who  mull  I  aks  for  ? 

Devil.  Oh,  pull  out  your  purfe  ;  you  will  find 
that  hint  fufficient:  It  is  a  part  of  the  world 
^here  a  fee  is  never  refufed. 

Laft.  Thank  you,  mafter  !  You  are  main  kind ; 
yery civil  indeed!  [Going, returns.]  I  wifh, mafter, 
you  had  now  either  the  agar  or  jaundarfe;  I  would 
let  you  right  in  a  trice. 

Devil.  Thank  you,  mafter  Laft  5  ^but  I  am  as 
well  as  1  am. 

Laft.  Or,  if  fo  be  you  likes  to  open  a  vein,  or 
would  have  a  tooth  or  two  knocked  out  of  your 
head,  I'll  do  It  for  nothing. 

Devil. 
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Devil.  Not*  at  prefent,  I  thank  you  !  when  I 
want,  I'll  call  ar  your  houfc  in  the  country. 

[Exit  Laft. 
Well,  my  young  couple,  and  what  lay  you  now  ? 

Inv.  Say,  Sir  ?  that  I  am  more  afraid  of  being 
fick,  than  ever  I  was  in  my  life. 

Devi!.  Pho !  you  know  nothing  as  yet.  But, 
my  time  draws  nigh  for  poflefiing  the  Prefident : 
If  I  could  but  get  fome  intelligent  perfon,  to 
conduct  you  to  the  place  where  the  Licentiates 
afletnble — There  feems  a  fober,  fedate-locking 
lad ;  perhaps  he  may  anfwer  our  purpofe.  Hark'ee? 
young  man ! 

Enter  Johnny  Macpberfon. 

Maty,  What's  your  wul,  Sir  ?  would  you 
fpear  aught  wi  me  ? 

Devil.  Though  I  think  I  can  give  a  good  guefs 
pray  from  what  part  of  the  world  may  you  come  ? 

Marp.  My  name  is  Johnny  Macpherfon,  and 
I  came  out  of  the  North. 

Devil.  Are  you  in  bufmefs  at  prefent? 

Macp.  I  conna  fay  that,  Sir,  nor  that  I  am  in- 
teerely  daftitute  neither ;  but  I  fal  be  unco  glad 
to  get  a  mair  folid  eftaabliftinient. 

Devil.  Have  you  been  long  in  this  town? 

Macp.  Aboot  a  month  aw  a,  Sir :  I  launded 

fra  Leith,  in  the  gude  fhip  the  Traquair,  Davy 

G  2  Donald fon 
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Donaldfon  maifter,  and  am  lodgtd  wi  Sawnef 
Sinclair,  at  the  fign  o'  the  Ceety  of  Glafcow,  not 
far  fra  the  Monument. 

Devil.  But  you  are  in  employment  ? 

Macp.  Ay,  for  fome  paart  of  the  day. 
,     Devil.  And  to  what  may  your  profits  amount  ? 

Macp.  Ah  !  for  the  mater  of  that,  it  is  a  praty 
fmart  little  income. 

Devil.  Is  it  a  fecret  how  much  ? 

Macp.  Not  at  aw  :  I  get  three- pence  an  hour 
for  laming  Latin  to  a  phyfician  in  the  ceety. 

Devil.  The  very  man  that  we  want. — Latin  ! 
and,  what,  are  you  capable  ? 

Macp.  Cappable  !  Hut  awa,  mon  !  Ken  ye, 
that  I  was  heed  of  the  humanity-clafs  for  mair 
^han  a  twalvemonth  ?  and  was  offered  the  chair 
of  the  gramatiral  profcfibrlhip  in  the  College, 
which  amunts  to  a  mater  of  fux  pounds  Britifh 
:  a -year. 

Devil.  That's  more  than  I  knew.  Can  you 
g-.jfs,  Sir,  where  your  fcholar  is  now  ? 

Macp.  It  is  na  long,  Sir,  that  I  laft  him  con 
ning  his  As  In  pr<ffenti;  after  which,  he  talked 
of  ganging  to  meet  fome  freends  o'  the  faculty, 
aboot  a  fort  of  a  fquabble,  that  he  fays  is  fprang 
up  among  them  ;  he  wanted  me  to  gung  along 
wi  him,  as  I  had  gi'n  myfel  to  ftudy  madicine  a 
little,  before  I  quitted  the  North. 

Devil. 
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Devil.  Do  you  know  the  publick-houfe  where 
they  meet  ? 

Macp.  Yes,  yes ;  unco  weel,  Sir;  it  is  at  the 
tavern  the  South  fide  of  Paul's  Kirk. 

Devil.  Will  you  take  the  trouble  to  conduct  this 
young,  couple  thither  ?  they  will  ampiy  reward 
you. —  You  and  your  partner  will  follow  this 
lad.  Fear  nothing!  by  my  art, you  are  invifible 
to  all  but  thofe  that  you  defire  fhould  fee  you. 
At  the  College  we  fhall  rejoin  one  another  ;  for 
thither  the  Licentiates  will  lead  you. 

Inv.  But  how  fhall  we  be  able  to  diftincuifh. 

o 

you  from  the  reft  of  the  Fellows  ? 

Devil.  By  my  large  wig,  and  fuperior  impor 
tance  ;  in  a  word,  you  mult  look  for  me  in  the 
PRESIDENT. 

Jxv.  Adieu  !  [Exeunf, 


ACT 
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ACT        III. 

/ 

Scene  a  Street. 

Fmgerfee,    Stigo,    Ofafafras,    Broadbrim,     other 
Doflors,  and  Macpherfotiy  difcovered. 

Fingerfes. 

NO  ;  I  can't  help  thinking  this  was  by  much 
the  beft  method.  If,  indeed,  they  refufe 
us  an  amicable  entrance,  we  are  then  juttified  in 
the  ufe  of  corrofives. 

Sligo,  I  tell  you,  Dr.  Fingerfee — I  am  forry, 
d'ye  fee,  to  differ  from  fo  old  a  practitioner ; 
but  I  don't  like  your  prescription  at  all,  at  all ; 
For  what-figniries  a  palliative  regiment,  with  fuch 
a  rotten  conftitution  ?  May  I  never  finger  a  pulfe 
as  long  as  I  live,  if  you  get  their  voluntary  con- 
fent  to  go  in,  unlefs  indeed  it  be  by  compulfion. 

OJaf.  I  entirely  coincide  with  my  very  capa 
ble  countryman  Dr.  Sligo,  d'ye  fee ;  and  do 
give  my  advice,  in  this  confutation,  for  putting 
the  whole  College  under  a  courfe  of  fteel,  without 
further  delay. 

Sligo.  I  am  much  obligated  to  you  for  your 

kind 
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kind  compliment,  doctor.  But,  pray,  what 
may  your  name  be  ? 

Ofaf.  Dr.  Ofafafras,  at  your  humble  fervice. 

Sligo.  I  am  your  very  obadient  aliho !  I  have 
hard  tell  of  your  name.  But  what  did  you 
mane  by  my  countryman  ?  Pray,  doctor,  of  what 
nation  are  you  ? 

Ofaf.  Sir,  I  have  the  honour  to  be  a  native 
of  Ireland. 

Sligo.  Ofafafras  ?  that's  a  name  of  no  note ; 
he  is  not  a  Milefian,  I  am  fure.  The  family,  I 
fuppofe,  came  over  t'other  day  with  Strongbow, 
not  above  feven  or  eight  hundred  years  ago ; 
or  perhaps  a  defcendant  from  one  of  Oliver's 
drummers. — 'Pon  my  conlcience,  doctor,  I 
Ihould  hardly  belave  you  were  Irifii* 

Ofaf.  What,  Sir,  d'ye  doubt  my  veracity  ? 

Sligo.  Not  at  all,  my  dear  doctor  •,  it  is  not 
for  that :  But,  between  me  and  yourfelfj  you 
have  lived  a  long  time  in  this  town. 

Ofaf.  Like  enough. 

Sligo.  Ay  i  and  was  here  a  great  while  before 
ever  I  faw  ic. 

Ofaf.   What  of  that.? 

<S/>0.  Very  well,  my  dear  doctor:  Then, 
putting  that  an.l  t'other  together,  my  notion  of 
thjp  upfnoi  is,  that  if  fo  be  you  are  a  native  of 
Ireland,  upon  my  confcience,  you  muft  rmve 
been  born  there  very  young* 
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OfaJ.  Young  ?  ay,  to  be  fure :  Why,  my 
foul,  I  was  chriftened  there. 

Sligo.  Ay  ! 

Of  of.  Ay,  was  I,  in  the  county  of  Meath, 

Sligo.  Oh,  that  alters  the  property  •  that  makes 
it  as  clear  as  Fleet-Ditch.  I  Ihould  be  glad, 
countryman,  of  your  nearer  acquaintance.— *• 
But  what  little  flim  doctor  is  that,  in  his  own 
head  of  hair  ?  I  don't  recoiled  to  have  feen  his 
features  before. 

OJaf.  Nor  I,  to  my  knowledge* 

Sligo.  Perhaps  he  may  be  able  to  tell  me,  if  I 
aks  him  himfclf. — I  am  proud  to  fee  you,  doctor, 
on  this  occafion  ;  becaafe  why,  it  becomes  every 
jontleman  that  is  of  the  faculty — that  is,  that 
is  not  of  their  faculty  •,  you  underftand  me — to 
look  about  him  and  ftir. 

Macp.  Oh,  by  my  troth,  you  are  right,  Sir : 
The  leemiting  of  phyfic  aw  to  ain  hoole,  caw  it 
a  College,  or  by  what  denomination  you  wul,  it 
is  at  belt  but  eilaablifliing  a  fort  of  monopoly. 

Sligo.  'Pon  my  conference,  that  is  a  fine  obfcr- 
vation.  By  the  twitt  of  your  tongue,  doctor, 
(no  offence)  I  fhould  be  apt  to  gucfs  that  you 
might  be  a  foreigner  born. 

Macp.  Sirr! 

Sligo.  From  Rufila,   perhaps,  or  Mufcovy  * 

Macp.  Hutawa,  mon  !  not  at  aw  :  Zounds,  I 

am  a  Brccton. 

Sligo. 
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Sligo.  Then,  I  fhould  fuppofe,  doclor,  pretty 
far  to  the  northward. 

Macp.  Ay ;    you  are  right,  Sir. 

Shgo.  And  pray,.  do6tor,  what  particular 
branch  of  our  bufuiefs  may'  have  taken  up  the 
moft  of  your  time  ? 

Macp.  Botany,* 
.    Sligo.  Botany  !  in  what  college  ? 

Macp.  The  univerfity  of  St.  Andrews. 

Ofaf.  Pray,  doctor,  is  not  botany  a  very 
dry  fort  of  a  fludy  ? 

Sligo.  Moft  damnably  fo  in  thofe  parts,  my 
dear  doQor ;  for  all  the  knowledge  they  have 
they  mud  get  from  dried  herbs,  becaafe  the 
devil  of  any  green  that  will  grow  there. 

Macp.  Sir,  your  information  is  wrong. 

Sligo.  Come,  my  dear  doctor,  hold  your 
palaver,  and  don't  be  aftc'r  puffing  on  us,  be 
caafe  why,  you  know  in  your  confciencc  that 
in  your  part  of  the  world  you  get  no  cabbage 
but  thirties  ;  and  thole  you  are  oblig'd  to  raifc 

*•* 

upon  hotbeds. 

Macp.  Thirties !  zounds,  Sir,  d'ye  mean  to 
affront  me  ? 

Sligo.  That,  doftor,  is  as  you  plaafes  to\ 
taake  it. 

Macp.  God's  life,  Sir,  I  would  ha'  you  to 
ken,  that  there  is  narra  a  mon  wi  his  heed 

upon  his  (boulders  that  dare 

H  fin* 
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Fing.  Peace,  peace,  gentlemen !  let  us  have 
no  civil  difcord.  Doclor  Sligo  is  a  lover  of 
plcafantry ;  but,  I  am  fare,  had  no  defign  to 
affront  you  :  A  joke,  nothing  elfe. 

Macp.  A  joke !  ah  j  I  like  a  joke  wee! 
enough  ;  but  I  did  na  underftond  the  do&or's 
gibing  and  geering  :  Perhaps  my  wut  may  not 
be  aw  together  as  fharp  as  the  doctor's,  but  I 
have  a  fwoijd,  Sir . 

Sligo.  A  fword,   Sir! 

Fing.  A  fword !  ay,  ay  ;  there  is  no  doubt 
but  you  have  both  very  good  ones;  but  referve 
them  for — Oh  !  here  comes  our  ambaffador. 

Enter  Diachylon. 

Weil,  Dr.  Diachylon,  what  news  from  the  Col 
lege?  will  they  allow  us  free  ingrcfs  and  cgrels? 

Diac.  I  could  not  get  them  to  fwalluw  a 
fingle  demand. 

All.  No? 

Sligo.  Then  let  us  drive  there,  and  drench 
them. 

Diac.  I  was  heard  with  difdain,  and  refus'd 
with  an  air  of  defiance. 

Sligo.  There,  gentlemen!  I  foretold  you 
what  would  happen  at  firft. 

A/I.   He  did,    he  did. 

SUgo. 
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Sligo.  Then  we  have  nothing  for  it,  but  to 
force  our  palfage  at  once. 

AIL  By  all  means ;  let  us  march ! 

Broad.  Friend  Fingerfee,  would  our  bre 
thren  but  incline  their  ears  to  me  for  a  minute — 

Fing.  Gentlemen,  Dr.  Broadbrim  defires  to 
be  heard. 

All.  Hear  him,   hear  him  ! 

Sligo.  Paw,  honey,  what  fignifies  hearing  ? 
I  long  to  be  doing,  my  jewel  J 

Fing.  But  hear  Dr.  Melchifedech  Broadbrim, 
however. 

All.  Ay,  ay ;  hear  Dr.  Broadbrim ! 

Broad.  Fellow-labourers  in  the  fame  vineyard! 
ye  know  well  how  much  I  ftand  inclined  to  our 
caufe  ;  forafmuch  as  not  one  of  my  brethen  can 
-be  more  zealous  than  I 

All.  True,  true. 

Broad.  But  ye  \s;ot  alfo,  that  I  hold  it  not 
meet  or  wholfomc  to  ufe  a  carnal  weapon,  even 
for  the  defence  of  myfelf;  much  more  unfeemly 
then  muft  I  deem  it  to  draw  the  fword  for  the 
offending  of  others. 

$ligo.  Paw  !  brother  doctors,  don't  let  him 
bother  us,  with  his  yea  and  nay  nonfcnfe ! 

Broad.  Friend  Sligo,  do  not  be  cholerick  ; 
and  know,  that  I  am  as  free  to  draw  my  purfe. 
in  this  caufc,  as  thou  art  thy  (Word :  And  thou 

H  2  wilt 
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\vilt  find,  at  the  length,  notwithftanding  thy 
fwaggering,  that  the  firit  will  do  us  bed  fervice. 

Sligo.  Well,   but 

AH.  Hear  him,  hear  him  ! 

Broad.  It  is  my  notion,  then,  brethren,  that 
we  do  forthwith  fend  for  a  finful  man  in  the 
flem,  called  an  attorney. 

Sligo.  An  attorney ! 

Broad.  Ay,  an  attorney;  and  that  we  do 
direcl  him  to  take  out  a  parchment  inftrument, 
with  a  feal  fixed  thereto. 

Sligo.  Paw,  pox  !  what  good  can  that  do  ? 

Broad.  Don't  be  too  hafty,  friend  Sligo. — 
And  therewith,  I  fay,  let  him  poffefs  the  out 
ward  tabernacle  of  the  vain  man,  who  de- 
lighteth  to  call  himfelf  Prcfidcnt,  and  carry  him 
before  the  men  cloathed  in  lambfkin,  who  at 
Weftminfter  are  now  fitting  in  judgment. 

Sliffo.  Paw  !   a  law-mit !  that  won't  end  with 

9 

our  lives. -—Let  us  march! 

All.  Ay,   ay. 

Sligo.  Come,  Dr.  Habakkuk,  will  you  march 
in  the  front  or  the  rear  ? 

flab.  Pardon  me,  do6lor!  I  cannot  attend 
you. 

Sligo.  What,  d'ye  draw  back,  when  it  comes 
to  the  pufh  ? 

flab.  Not  at  all ;  I  would  gladly  join  in 
putting  thefc  Philiftincs  to  flight ;  for  I  abhor 

them 


THE  DEVIL  UPON  TWO  STICKS.  53 

them  worfe  than  hogs'  puddings,  in  which  the 
unclean  bead  and  the  blood  are  all  jumbled 
together. 

Sligo.  Pretty  food,  for  all  that. 

Ilak.  But  this  is  Saturday ;  and  I  dare  not 
draw  my  (word  on  the  Sabbath. 

Sligo,  Then  flay  with  your  brother  Melchi- 
fcdech ;  for  tho'  of  different  religions,  you  are 
both  of  a  kidney.  Come,  doctors ;  out  with 
your  fwords !  Huzza !  and  now  for  the  Lane  ! 
Huzza]  [Exeunt. 

Maneni  Broadbrim  and  Habakkuk. 

Broad.  Friend  Habakkuk,  thou  feed  how 
headftrong  and  wilful  thefe  men  are ;  but  let 
us  ufe  difcretion,  however.  AVilt  thou  flep  to 
the  Inn  that  taketh  its  name  from  the  city  of 
Lincoln  ?  enquire  there  for  a  man,  with  a  red 
rag  at  his  back,  a  fmall  black  cap  on  his  pate, 
and  a  bulhel  of  hair  on  his  breaft  ?  I  think  they 
call  him  a  ferjeant. 

Hab.  They  do. 

Broad.  Then,  without  let  or  delay,  bring 
him  hither,  I  pray  thee. 

Hab.  I  will  about  it  this  inftant. 

Broad.  His  admonition,  perhaps,  may  pre 
vail.  Ufe  clifpatch,  I  befcech  thee,  friend 

Habakkuk. 

Hab. 
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Hal.  As  much  as  if  I  was  porting  to  the 
Treafury,  to  obtain  a  large  fubfcription  in  4 
new  loan,  or  a  lottery. 

Broad.  Nay,  then,  friend,  I  have  no  reafon 
to  fear  thee.  [Exeunt. 

The  College. 

Devil  (as  Hellebore,    the  PreJidentJ,    Camphirc, 
Calomel,  Secretary,  and  Pupils,  difcovcred. 

Sec.  The  Licentiates,  Sir,  will  foon  be  at  hand. 

HeL  Let  them  ! 

Cal.  We  will  do  our  duty,  however ;  and, 
like  the  patricians  of  old,  receive  with  filence 
thefe  Yiiigoths  in  the  fenate. 

HeL  I  am  not,  Dr.  Calomel,  of  fo  pacific  a 
turn  :  Let  us  keep  the  evil  out  of  doors,  if  we 
can ;  if  not,  vim  vi,  repel  force  by  force.— 
Jiarricado  the  gates  ! 

Sec.  It  is  done. 

HeL  Are  the  buckets  and  fire-engine  fetched 
from  St.  Dundan's  ? 

Sec.  They  have  been  here,  Sir,  this  half-hour. 

HeL  Let  twelve  apothecaries  be  placed  at 
the  pump,  and  their  apprentices  fupply  'em 
with  water  ! 

Sec.   Yes,   Sir. 

lid.  But  let  the  engine  be  play'd  by  old 
Jollup.  from  James-Ureet !  Not  one  of  the 
trade  has  a  better  hand  at  directing  a  pipe. 

Sec. 
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Sec.  Mighty  well,  Sir. 

Hd.  In  the  time  of  fiegc,  every  citizen  ougbt 
in  duty  to  ferve. — Having  thus,  brothers,  pro 
vided  a  proper  defence,  let  us  coolly  proceed 
xo  our  bufmels.  Is  there  any  body  here,  to 
demand  a  licence  to-day  ? 

Sec.  A  practitioner,  Mr.  Prefident,  out  of 
the  country. 

Hd.  Are  the  cuftoraary  fees  all  difcharged  ? 

Sec.  All,    Sir. 

Hd.  Then  let  our  cenfors,  Dr.  Chriftopher 
Camphire,  and  Dr.  Cornelius  Calomel,  intro* 
duce  the  petitioner  for  examination,  -tf 

[Exeunt  Camphire  and  Calomel. 
After  this  duty  is  difpatch'd,  wfc  will  then  read 
the  College  and  Students  a  leclure. 
JoV.ua  5ffi -wlc robrtw 01  'nuiiijv  ou/  i:r.  )  -IK 
Enter  Camphire  and  Calomel,  with  Lajl. 

Lajl.  Firft,  let  me  Uy  down  my  (hoes. 
[They  advance,  with  three  bows,   to  the  table. 

Hd.  Let  the  candidate  be  placed  on  a  UooJ. 
\Vhat's  the  Doctor's  name  ? 

Sec.  Emanuel  Lait,  Mr.  Prefident. 

Hd.  Dr.  Lall,  you  have  petition'd  the  Col 
lege,  to  obtain  a  licence  for  the  practice  of 
phyfic  ;  and  though  we  have  no  doubt  of  your 
great  {kill  and  abilities,  yet  our  duty  compels  us 

previoufly 
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previoufly  to  afk  a  few  queflions :  What  aca 
demy  had  the  honour  to  form  you  ? 

Loft.  Anan! 

Hd.  We  want  to  know  the  name  of  the  place, 
where  you  have  ftudied  the  Icicnce  of  phylic. 

Laji.  Dunftablc. 

Hcl.  That's  fome  German  univerfity  ;  fo  he 
can  never  belong  to  the  College. 

All.  Never;   oh,   no. 

Hel.  Now,  Sir,  with  regard  to  your  phyfio- 
logical  knowledge.  By  what  means,  Dr.  Lail, 
do  you  difcover  that  a  man  is  not  well  ? 

Lajl.  By  his  complaint  that  he  is  ilj. 

Hel.  Well  replied !  no  furer  prognoflic. 

AIL  None  furer. 

Hcl.  Then,  as  to  recovering  a  fubjccl:  that  is 
ill — Can  you  venture  to  undertake  the  cure  of 
an  ague  ? 

Laji.  With  arra  a  man  in  the  country. 

lid.  By  what  means  ?; 

Laft.  By  a  charm. 

JItl.  And  pray  of  what  materials  may  that 
charm  be  compos' d  ? 

I.p.fl.   I  won't  tell ;   'tis  a  fccrct. 
ij 

lid.  Well  replied  !  the  College  has  no  right 
to  pry  into  fecrets. 

Oh.  !io  ;  by  no  means. 

HtL 
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Hel.  But  now,  Dr.  Lad,  to  proceed  in  due 
form  ;  are  you  qualified  to  adminifter  remedies 
to  fuch  dileafes  as  belong  to  the  head  ? 

Laft.  I  believe  I  may. 

Hel.  Name  fome  to  the  Collegfe. 

Laft.  The  tooth-ache. 

Hel.  What  do  you  hold  the  befl  method  tci 
treat  it  ? 

Laft.  I  pulls  'em  up  by  the  roots. 

Hel.  Well  replied,  brothers  !  that,  without 
doubt,  is  a  radical  cure. 

All.  Without  doubt. 

Hel.  Thus  far  as  to  the  head :  Proceed  we  next 
to  the  middle  !  When,  Dr.  Laft,  you  are  called 
in  to  a  patient  with  a  pain  in  his  bowels,  what 
*fhen  is  your  method  of  practice  ? 

Laft.  I  claps  a  trencher  hot  to  the  part. 

Hel.  Embrocation ;  very  well  !  But  if  this 
application  fhowld  fail;  what  is  the  next  flep  that 
you  take  ? 

Laft.  I  gi's  a  vomit  and  a  purge. 

Hel.  Well  replied  !  for  it  is  plain  there  is  a 
difagrecable  giicft  in  the  houfe-,  he  has  opened 
both  doors  •,  if  he  will  go  out  at  neither^  it  is 
none  of  his  fault. 

All.  Ohi  no ;  by  no  means. 

lid.  We  have  now  difpatched  the  middle^  and 
head  :  Come  we  finally  to  the  other  extremity, 

1  the 
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the  feet !  Are  you  equally  (kilful  in  the  difdr- 
ders  incidental  to  them  ? 

La/I.  I  believe  I  may. 

Hel.  Name  fome. 

Loft.  I  have  a  great  vogue  all  our  way  for 
curing  of  corns. 

At.  What  are  the  means  that  you  ufe  ? 

Laft.  I  cuts  them  out. 

HeL  Well  replied  !  extirpation :  No  better 
method  of  curing  can  be.  Well,  brethren,  I 
think  we  may  now,  after  this  ftrict  and  impar 
tial  enquiry,  fafely  certify,  that  Dr.  Laft,  from 
top  to  toe,  is  an  able  phyfician. 

All.  Very  able,  very  able,  indeed. 

He!.  And  every  way  qualified  to  proceed  in 
his  practice. 

AIL  Every  way  qualified, 

Hel.  You  may  defcend,  Dr.  Laft.  [Loft  takes 
bis  feat  among  them.']  Secretary,  firft  read,  and! 
then  give  the  doctor  his  licence. 

Sec.  [Reads]  "  To  all  whom  thefe  prefehts 
may  come  greeting.  Know,  ye,  that,  after  a 
mod  ftrict  and  fevere  inquifition,  not  only  into 
the  great  (kill  and  erudition,  but  the  morals  of 
Dr.  Emanuel  Lad,  We  are  authorized  to  grant 
unto  the  faid  doctor  full  power,  permiflion,  and 
licence,  to  pill,  bolus,  lotion,  potion,  draught, 
dofe,  drench,  purge,  bleed,  blifter,  clifter,  cup, 
fcarify,  fyringe,  falivate,  couch,  flux,  fwear, 

diet* 
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diet,  dilute,  tap,  plaifter,  and  poultice,  all  per 
form,  in  all  difeaks,  of  all  ages,  conditions,  and 
fcxes.  And  we  do  ftridtly  command  and  enjoin, 
all  furgeons,  apothecaries,  with  their  appren 
tices,  all  midwives,  male,  female,  and  nurfes, 
at  all  times,  to  be  aiding  and  aflifting  to  the  faid 
Dr.  Emanuel  Laft.  And  we  do  further  charge; 
alj  mayors,  juttices,  aldermen,  fheriffs,  bailiffs, 
headboroughs,  conftables,  and  coroners,  not  to 
moleft  or  intermeddle  with  the  faid  doctor,  if  any 
party  whom  he  (hall  fo  pill,  bolus,  lotion,  po 
tion,  draught,  dofe,  drench,  purge,  bleed,  blifter, 
clifter,  cup,  fcarify,  fyringe,  falivate,  couch, 
flux,  fweat,  diet,  dilute,  tap,  plaifter,  and  poul 
tice,  m^uld  happen  to  die,  but  to  deem  that  the 
faid  party  died  a  natural  death,  any  thing  ap 
pearing  to  the  contrary  notwithftanding.  Given 
under  our  hands,  csV.  Hercules  Hellebore^ 
Cornelius  Calomel,  Chriftopher  Camphire. 

Laft.  Then,  if  a  patient  die,  they  mult  rjQt 
fay  that  I  kill'd  him  ? 

Hel.  They  fay  ?  Why,  how  mould  they  know, 
when  it  is  not  one  time  in  twenty  that  we  knovy 
it  ourfelves  ? — Proceed  we  now  to  thr  lefture! 
\¥bey  all  rife  and  come  forward  to  the  table.  ]  Bre 
thren,  and  Itudents,  I  am  going  to  open  to  you: 
fome  notable  difcoveries  that  J  have  rrade,  re 
jecting  the  fource,  or  primary  caufe,  of  all  dif-. 
I  2  tempers, 
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tempers  incidental  to  the  human  machine  :  And 
thefe,  brethren,  I  attribute  to  certain  animalcule, 
or  pifcatory  entities,  that  infmuate  themfelVes 
thro'  the  pores  into  the  blood,  and  in  that  fluid 
fport,  tofs,  and  tumble  about,  like  mackrel  or 
cod-fifti  in  the  great  deep  :  And  to  convince  you 
that  this  is  not  a  mere  gratis  diftum,  an  hypo- 
thefis  only,  I  will  give  you  demonftrative  proof. 
Bring  hither  the  microfcope  ! 

Enter  a  Servant  with  micrcfccpe. 

Doctor  Lad,  regard  this  receiver.  Take  a  peep. 

Loft.  Where  ? 

JieL  There.  Thofe  two  yellow  drops  there 
•were  drawn  from  a  fubject  afflicted  %ith  the 
jaundice. — Well,  what  d'ye  lee  ? 

Loft.  Some  little  creatures  like  yellow  flies, 
that  are  hopping  and  fkipping  about. 

Hel.  Right.  Thofe  yellow  flies  give  the  tinge 
to  the  fldn,  and  undoubtedly  caufc  the  difeafc : 
And,  now,  for  the  cure  !  I  adminifler  to  every 
patient  the  two-and-fiftieth  part  of  a  fcruple  of 
the  ovaria  or  eggs  of  the  fpider;  thefe  are  thrown 
by  the  digeftive  powers  into  the  fecretory,  there 
feparated  from  the  alimentory,  and  then  preci 
pitated  into  the  circulatory  j  where  finding  a  pro 
per  nidus,  or  neft,  they  quit  their  torpid  (late, 
and  vivify,  and,  upon  vivification,  diicerning 

the 
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the  flies,  their  natural  food,  they  immediately 
fall  foul  of  them,  extirpate  the  race  out  of  the 
blood,  and  reftore  the  patient  to  health. 

Laft.  And  what  becomes  of  the  fpiders  ? 

llel.  Oh,  they  die,  you  know,  for  want  of 
nutrition.  Then  I  fend  the  patient  down  to 
Brighthelmftone  ;  and  a  couple  of  dips  in  tha 
fak-water,  wafhes  the  cobwebs  entirely  out  of 
the  blood.  Now,  gentlemen,  with  refpecl:  to 
the 

"Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Sir,  Mr.  Forceps,  from  the  HofpitaU 
HeL  The  Ilofpital !  is  this  a  time  to 

Enter  Forceps. 

Well,  Forceps,  \vhat's  your  will? 

For.  To  know,  Sir,  what  you  would  have 
done  with  the  Holpit?.!  patients  to-day  ? 

/&/.  To-day  !  why,  what  was  done  yefterday  ? 

Fcr.  Sir,  we  bied  the  \Vcft  ward,  and  jalloped 
the  North. 

Hel.  Did  ye  ?  why  then,  bbed  the  North  ward, 
and  jallop  the  Weft  to-day.  \JLxit  For. 

Now,  I  fay,  brethren 

Enter  Servant. 

Scrv.  The  Licentiates  are  driwn  up  at  the 
.  gate. 

W. 
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Hel.  Who  leads  'em  ? 

Serv.  They  are  led  on  by  Sligo:  They  de 
mand  inftant  entrance,  and  threaten  to  ftarm. 

Hel'.  Doctors  Calomel  and  Camphire,  our  two 
aid-de-camps,  fyrvey  their  prefent  pofture,  and 
report  it  to  us. 

Without.  Huzza! 

Hel.  Bid  old  Jollup  be  ready  to  unmafk  the 
engine  at  the  word  of  command. 

Enter  Camphire. 

Hel.  Now,  Dr.  Camphire  ? 

Camp.  The  Hedge-hammers  are  come,  and  they 
prepare  to  batter  in  breach. 

Hel.  Let  the  engine  be  play'd  off  at  the  very 
firft  blow  !  [Exit  Camp. 

Without.  Huzza  ! 

JLnter  Calomel. 

Hel.  Now,  doctor? 

Cal.  The  firft  fire  has  demolifhed  Dr.  Fin-. 
gerfee's  foretop. 

Hel.  That's  well !  [Exit  Cal, 

Enter  Camphire, 

Now,  doctor? 

Camp.  The  fecond  fire  has  dropped  the  ftif? 
buckles  of  Dr.  Qfafafras, 
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Hel.  Better  and  better !  [Exit  Camp, 

Enter  Calcmel. 
Ndw,  doflor  ? 

Cal.  Both  the  knots  of  Dr.  Anodyne's  tye 
are  difiblved. 

Hel.  Bcft  of  all !  [Exit  Cal. 

Enter  Campbire. 
Now,  doctor  ? 

Camp.  As  Dr.  Sligo,  with  open  mouth,  drove 
furioufly  on,  he  received  a  full  ftream  in  his 
teeth,  and  is  retired  from  the  field,  dropping  wet. 

Hel.  Then  the  day's  our  own  !      [Exit  Camp. 

Enter  Calomel. 

Now,  doctor  ? 

Cal.  All  is  loft !  Dr.  Sligo,  recruited  by  a 
bumper  of  Drogheda,  is  returned  with  frefh. 
vigour. 

Hel.  Let  our  whole  force  be  pointed  at  him  ! 

[Exit  Cat. 

Enter  Campbirt. 

Now,  doctor  ? 

Camp.  The  fiege  flackens ;  Dr.  Broadbrim, 
with  ferjeant  Demur,  are  arrived  in  the  camp. 

[Ex//. 
Htl.  What  can  that  rcean  ? 

Enter 
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Enter  Cakr.iel. 

Now,  doctor  ? 

Cat.  Serjeant  Demur  has  thrown  this  manifeflo4 
over  the  gate.  [Exit. 

HeL  [looking  at  the  parchment.']  Ha  !  "  Mid- 
"  dlefex  to  wit.  John  Doe  and  Richard  Roe." 
It  is  a  challenge  to  meet  'em  at  Weftminfter- 
Hall  5  then  we  have  breathing-time  till  the  term. 

Enter  Laft. 

Now,  doctor  ? 

Laft.  I  have  forgot  my  moes. 

[Takes  'em  ity,  'and  exit* 
HeL  Oh ! 

Enter  Campbira 

Camp.  The  Licemiares  file  off  towards  Fleet- 
Street. 

lleL  Follow  all,  and  harrafs  the  rear !.  leaVe 
not  a  dry  thread  among  them.  Huzza!  [Exsunii 

Re-enter  Devil,  Invoice >  mid  Harriet. 

Devil.  Well,  my  young  friends,  you  will  now 
be  naturally  led  ro  Weftm Oh  ! 

Inv.  Blefs  me,  Sir,  what's  the  matter  ?  You 
Change  colour,  and  falter* 

Devih 
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Devil.  The  magician  at  Madrid  has  difcovered 
my  flight,  and  recalls  me  by  an  irrefiftible  fpell: 
I  muft  leave  you,  my  friends  ! 

lav.  Forbid  it,  Fortune !  it  is  now,  Sir,  that 
we  moft  want  your  aid. 

Devil.  He  muft,  he  will  be  obeyed.  Here 
after,  perhaps,  1  may  rejoin  you  again. 

Inv.  But,  Sir,  what  can  we  do?  how  live? 
what  plan  can  we  fix  on  for  our  future  fupport  ? 

Devil.  Y.ou  a,re  in  a  country  where  your 
talents,  with  a  little  application,  will  procure 
you  a  provifion. 

Inv.  But  which  way  to  direct  them  ? 

Devil.  There  are  profitable  profcfllons>  that 
require  but  little  ability. 

Inv.  Name  us  one. 

Devil.  What  think  you   of  the   trade  with 

0 

whole  badge  I  am  at  prefcnt  inverted  ? 

Inv.  Can  you  fuppofe,  Sir,  after  what  I  have 
feen 

Devil.  Oh,  Sir,  I  don't  defign  to  engage  yoU 
in  any  perfonal  fervice;  I  would  only  recommend 
it  to  you  to  be  tta  vender  of  fome  of  thofe  in 
fallible  remedies,  with  which  our  newfpapcri 
are  conftantly  crouded  ? 

Inv.  You  know,  Sir,  I  am  poflcfied  of  no 
fee  ret. 

D^'d.  Nor  they  either :  A  few  fimple  waters, 
K  dignified 
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dignified  with  titles  that  catch,  no  matter  hovf 
wild  and  abfurd,  will  effectually  anfwer  your 
purpofe :  As,  let  me  fee  now !  Tincture  of  Tinder, 
Effence  of  Eggfheil,  or  Ralfam  of  Broomftick. 

Inv.  You  muft  excufe  me,  Sirj  I  can  never 
fubmit. 

Devil.  I  think  you  are  rather  too  fqueamifhu 
What  fay  you,  then,  to  a  little  fpiritual  quackery  ? 

Lrj.  Spiritual? 

Devil.  Oh,  Sir,  there  are  in  this  town  mounte 
banks  for  the  mind,  as  well  as  the  body.  How 
fhould  you  like  mounting  a  cart  on  a  common, 
and  becoming  a  Methodift  Preacher  ? 

Inv.  Can  that  fcheme  turn  to  account  ? 

Devil.  Nothing  better :  Believe  me,  the  ab- 
folute  direction  of  the  perfons  and  purfes  of  a 
large  congregation,  however  low  their  conditions 
and  callings,  is  by  no  means  a  contemptible 
object.  I,  for  my  own  part,  can  fay,  what 
the  Conqueror  of  Periia  faid  to  the  Cynic  ;  "  If 
"  I  was  not  Alexander,  1  would  be  Diogenes :" 
So,  if  I  was  not  the  Devil,  I  would  chufe  to 
be  a  Methodift  Preacher. 

Inv.  But  then  the  reftraint,  the  forms,  I  mail 
l}e  obliged  to  obferve 

Devil.  None  at  all :  There  is,  in  the  whole 
catalogue,  but  one  iin  you  need  be  at  all  my  of 
committing, 
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Inv.  What's  that  ? 

Devil.  Simony. 

Inv.  Simony  !  I  don't  comprehend  you. 

Devil.  Simony,  Sir,  is  a  new  kind  of"  canon, 
deviled  by  thefe  upllart  fanatics,  that  makes  it 
finful  not  to  abufe  the  confidence,  and  pioufly 
plunder  the  little  property,  of  an  indigent  man 
and  his  family. 

Inv.  A  moll  noble  piece  of  cafuiftical  cookery, 
and  exceeds  even  the  Ions  of  Ignatius !  But  this 
honour  I  mud  beg  to  decline. 

Devil.  What  think  you  then  of  trying  the 
flage?  You  are  a  couple  of  good  theatrical 
iigures  ;  but  how  are  your  talents  ?  can  you  fmg  ? 

Inv.  I  can't  boaft  of  much  (kill,  Sir;  but 
Mifs  Harriet  got  great. reputation  in  Spain. 

liar.  Oh,  Mr.  Invoice! — My  father,  Sir,  a$ 
we  feldom  went  out,  eftablifhed  a  domeftic  kind 
of  drama,  and  made  us  perform  fome  little 
mufical  .pieces,  that  were  occafionally  fent  us 
from  England. 

Devil.  Come,  Sir,  will  you  give  us  a  tafle  of 
your — juft  a  Ihort — te  ti  te  tor. 

[Sings  a.  Jbort  prtludiq. 

Inv.  I  muft  beg  to  be  excufed,  Sir  j  I  have 
not  a  mufical  note  in  my  voice,  that  can  pl&ie 
you. 

Devil.  No  ?    Why  then,  I  believe  we   mud 
K  2  trouble 
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trouble  the  lady:   Come,  Mifs,    I'll  charm  a 
band  to  accompany  you.  [Waves  his  ftickf 

[Harriet  ftngs.] 

"Devil.  Exceedingly  well !  You  have  nothing 
to  do  now,  but  to  offer  yourfclves  to  one  of  the 
houfes. 

Inv.  And  which,  Sir,  would  you  recommend  ? 

Devil.  Take  your  choice  ;  for  I  can  ferve  you 
in  neither. 

Inv.  No  ?  I  thought,  Sir,  you  told  me  jnft 
now,  that  the  feveral  arts  of  the  drama  were 
under  your  direction. 

Devil.  So  they  were  formerly  -,  but  now  they 
are  directed  by  the  Genius  of  Infipidity  :  He 
has  entered  into  partnership  with  the  managers 
of  both  houfes,  and  they  have  fet  up  a  kind  of 
circulating  library,  for  the  vending  of  dialogue 
novels.  I  dare  not  go  near  the  new  houfe,  for 
ihe  Daemon  of  Power,  who  gave  me  this  lame- 
nefs,  has  poflefled  the  pates,  and  fown  difcord 
among  the  mock  monarchs  there  •,  and  what  one 
receives,  the  other  rejects.  And  as  to  the  other 
houfe,  the  manager  has  great  merit  himfelf,  with 
.fkill  to  difcern,  and  candor  to  allow  it  in  others ; 
but  I  can  be  of  no  ufe  in  making  your  bargain, 
for  in  that  he  would  be  too  many  for  the 
^unningeft  Devil  amongft  us. 

Inv. 
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Inv.  I  have  heard  of  a  new  playhoufe  in  the 
Haymarket. 

Devil.  What,  Foote's  ?  Oh,  that's  an  eccentric, 
narrow  eftablifhment ;  a  mere  fummer-fly  !  He! 
But,  however,  it  may  do  for  a  coup  d'ej/ai,  and 
prove  no  bad  foundation  for  a  future  engage 
ment. 

Inv.  Then  we  will  try  him,  if  you  pleafe. 

Devil.  By  all  means  :  And  you  may  do  it  this 
inftantj  he  opens  to-nighr,  and  will  be  glad  of 
your  afllftance.  I'll  drop  you  down  at  the  door  j 
and  muft  then  take  my  leave  for  fome  time. 
Jttlons!  but  don't  tremble  ;  you  have  nothing  to. 
fear:  The  public  will  treat  you  with  kindnefsj 
at  leaft,  if  they  fliew  but  half  the  indulgence  to 
you,  that  they  have  upon  all  occafions  fhewn  t<j 
that  Manager. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 
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^1  H  A  T  the  Publick  may  not  be  de 
ceived,  and  the  Reputation  of  the 
Author  injured,  by  the  publication  of 
Pieces,  fabricated  in  order  to  take  an  undue  ad 
vantage  of  the  general  curiofity,  the  Comedy  of 
A  TRIP  TO  CALAIS  is  here. printed,  as 
originally  written,  and  intended  for  reprefenta- 
lion ;  together  with  all  the  Alterations  and  Addi 
tions  which  the  Writer  thought  necefiary,  when 
he  afterwards  produced  it  on  the  ftage,  under 
the  title  of  THE  CAPUCHIN. 
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ACT         I. 


Scene,   Hotel  d'Angleterre. 

••.'O  1!TO  •;  I',  ••< ';  0  /^  .'(Tr  %\ 

Enter  Kit  Cable  >  Dick  Drugget y  and  Jenny  Minniki*. 


H 


Cable. 

ARK  E  E,  meflmate !  look  about ! 
you  had  better  bring-to  in  this 
creek :  Here  you  will  find  the  beft 
moorings.  The  Hotel  d'Angleterre 
they  calls  it  in  French;  but  you'll  find  the 
names  of  things  plaguily  tranfmogrified  all 
along  this  coaft. 

Dick.  They  be  civil  people,  no  doubt. 

Cable.  Civil  ?  ay,  ay ;  if  you  will  bring  a  good 

cargo  of  cafli,  you  are  welcome  to  anchor  here 

as   long  as   you  lift :    But  you  will  find   the 

duties  high   at  out-clearance  j   therefore  take 

B  care, 
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care,  d'ye  fee,  and  don't  run  aground.  I  muft 
take  t'other  trip  to  the  port,  for  your  flowage. 

[Exit. 

Dick.  I  hope  by  this  time  your  fea-ficknefs  is 
pretty  well  gone  ? 

Jenny.  Much  mended,  dear  Dicky,  I  thank 
you. 

Dick.  Well,  my  dear  Jenny,  here  we  are, 
fafely  landed  in  the  French  country,  however. 
And  now,  what's  next  to  be  done  ?  Confider, 
my  love,  we  have  not  a  moment  to  lofe  ;  your 
father  will  not  be  long  behind  us,  I  am  fure. 

Jenny.  No  queftion  of  that  ;  therefore  our  beft 
way  will  be  to  get  out  of  his  power  as  foon  as 
we  can. 

Dick.  By  what  means  ? 

Jenny.  By  the  means  which  we  came  hither  in 
fearch  of;  by  being  married,  you  know. 

Dick.  True :  But  how  the  deuce  fhall  we 
procure  a  parfon  ?  Perhaps  the  man  of  the  houfe 
may  afTifc  us :  But,  plague  on't !  I  can't  "parley 
Frances  t  tho'  I  underfland  a- few  words  here  and 
there. 

Jenny.  But  I  can,  Dicky,  you  know.  What, 
do  you  think  I  was  five  years  at  madam  Van- 
fiopping's,  the  Swifs  French  boarding-fchool  at 
Edmonton,  for  nothing  at  all  ? 

Dick.  True,  true;  I  had  forgot. — But  I  don't 

think 
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think  it  any  mark  of  their  manners,  to  let  us. 
wait  here  fo  long  without  afking  us  in.  Here-, 
houfe,  houfe ! 

Jenny.  Peace,  Dicky !  how  is  it  poflible  they 
fhould  know  what  you  want  ? — Maifon  !  Jeigniqr 
de  ferrclm 

Dick.  Who  ?  what  ? 

"Jenny.  Seignior  de  Terre  is  as  much  as  to  fay 
Landlord  in  Englifh. 

Dick.  True,  true.     Oh !  here  the  man  comes. 

Enter  Monfieur  'Tromfort. 

tfromf.  Monficur !   Mademoifelle  ! 

Dick.  To  him,  Jenny  ! 

Jenny.  Monjieur,  nos  Jommes  Anglois,  &  nous 
fti'cns  grand  ccccfion  d'un  pretre  ! 

Trowf.  A  quoi  faire  ? 

Jenny.  Fairc?  four  ncusjoindre  lui  &  met  enjembk, 
I  think.  :0M 

Dick.  That  is  marriage,  fhe  and  me :  You 
underftand  me,  Mounfeer  ? 

Tromf.  Ah-ha  !  four  le  manage !  tres  lien » 
perfectly  veil,  Sir. 

Dick.  Gad's  my  life,  he  fpeaks  Engliih !  how 
lucky  we  were  in  the  choice  of  a  houfe  ! — And 
what  may  your  name  be,  Mounfeer  ? 

Vromf.  Tromfort,  at  your  ver  good  fervice. 

Dick.  Why,  look'ee  !  Mounfeer  Tromfort ;  in 
B  2  a  word, 
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a  word,   our  bufmefs  is  this :  This  here  young 
gentlewoman  and  I 

Jenny.  Stop,  Dicky,  and  let  me  explain  mat 
ters  to  MonfieurTromfort  i  becaufe  why,  1  fpcak 
the  language,  you  know. 

Dick.  But,  Mifs,  our  landlord  underftands 
Englilh. 

Jenny.  No  matter  j  don't  contradict  me, 
Dicky  j  you  know  I  could  not  never  bear  that 
from  a  child.  You  muft  know  then,  Monfieur, 
that  Mr.  Matthew  Minnikin,  my  father,  is  one 
of  the  mod  refpectable  pin-makers  in  the  whole 
city  of  London  i  and  that  I  am  his  daughter. 

Tromf.  Ah-ha!  I  underftand;  maifter  Ivli- 
nicky,  gros  mar  (hand  d'tyingle  ?  ceft  tout 
Jimple. 

Jenny.  And  this  here  young  man  that  you  fee, 
is  Dicky  Drugget,  father's  'prentice  at  home. 

Tromf.  Fort  bien-t  ver  veil ! 

Jenny.  Now,  father  being  minded  to  provide 
me  a  hufband,  for  fear  I  fhould  otherwife  pro 
vide  one  for  myfelf 

'Tromf.  Fort  bien !  dat  vas  ver  veil  fancy : 
Pardic,  montieur  Minicky  has  great  deal  of 
wit ! 

Jenny.  Yes,  well  enough ;  if  fo  be  that  he  had 
got  me  a  man  to  my  mind ;  but  he  was  fo  un  - 
dutiful  as  never  to  thin-k  of  confulting  of  me. 
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fromf.  Oh,  fy,  fy,   Monfieur  Minicky !  dat 
vas  terrible  ting. 

Jenny.  Ay,  was  it  not,  Monfieur  ?  quite  mon- 
ftrousj  as  a  body  may  fay;  and  fo  you  would 
own,  if  you  was  to  fee  the  creature  he  fix'd  on  : 
Kit  Codling,  a  fat  fiihmonger,  hard  by  the 
'Change.  They  fay  the  man  is  well  enough  to 
pafs  in  the  world ;  one  of  the  livery,  a  pretty- 
good  fpeechefyer,  minds  his  (hop,  and  is  careful 
and  fober;  but,  Lord,  what  fignifies  that  ?  he 
has  no  more  idera  of  drefs  than  a  Dutchman ; 
and  as  to  cotillions,  I  fuppofe  he  knows  as  much 
about  them  as  a  cow. 

fromf.  Oh,  fy,  fy!  Mauvaife  partie,  bad 
partie ! 

Jcnr.y.  And  fo,  Dicky  and  I  being  bred  up 
together,  as  it  were,  and  being  a  genteelifh  vir 
tuous  young  man 

1'rcmf.  Ah,  vas  tres  gentile. 
Jenny.  Yes  j  for  except  lying  out  all  night 
now  and  then,  hating  to  be  fo  vulgar  as  to  ftay 
in  the  fhop,  frequenting  the  tavern  in  fearch  of 
good  company,  running  his  father  in  debt  for 
his  credit,    and  gracing  his  converfation  with 
the  oaths  moil  in  fafhion,  I  don't  believe  the 
Jad  has  a  fingle  vice  in  the  world. 
Yromf.   Dat  is  ver  extraordinary ! 
Jenny.  And  yet  you  can't  think  what  an  ora- 


nonuig 
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tioning  father  us'd  to  make  every  day  :  But, 
between  you  and  I,  Monfieur,  father  and  mother 
are  but  a  couple  of  fogrum  old  foois  \  ben't 
they,  Dicky  ? 

Dick.  To  fay  truth,  little  better,  my  dear. 

Jenny.  Why,  what  a  noile  they  made  about 
my  only  running  from  fchool  for  three  or  four 
days  with  Monfieur  Chaffbn,  our  maltre  de  dance  > 
juft  as  if  they  thought  I  would  never  come  back 
again ;  ha,  ha  ! 

Dick.  To  fay  truth,  Mounfeer,  Mils  Jenny 
amongft  them  had  but  a  very  bad  time ;  for 
this  I  irsufl  confefs  to  her  face,  fhe  is  the  moft 
'bcft-tempcr'deft  girl  in  the  worlds  for  let  her 
but  fay  and  do  what  fhe  pleafes,  and  you  will 
fcarcely  hear  a  crofs  word  come  out  of  her 
.mouth  in  a  month. 

y'romf.   Vraiment  ? 

Dick.  Then,  to  prove  what  a  dutiful  daughter 
fhe  always  has  been,  flie  conitantly  ufed  to  fteal 
out  to  fee  Breflaw,  the  plays,  and  hear  Signiora 
Gamberbelly  at  the  opera,  on  purpofe  to  pre 
vent  their  being  tired  witli  her  company  a: 
home. 

7'romf.  Vcr  confiderate ! 

Dick.  And  whenever  the  old  folks  charg'd  her 
with  doing  any  tiling  wrong,  fhe   never  told 
;j.  word  of  truth  in  her  life. 

Tremf, 
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Trowf.   No  ? 

Dick.  No  i  for  fear  of  making  her  parents 
uneafy. 

Trcmf.  Ver  aimablt  indeed  ! 

Jenny.  Nay,  Monfieur,  Dicky  was  always 
very  partial  to  me. — And  fo,  we  taking  a  fancy 
to  one  another,  and  to  prevent  father  from 
expofmg  himfelf  by  fuch  a  ridiculous  choice  as 
Kit  Codling,  we  agreed  to  give  the  old  ones 
the  flip,  and  take  a  little  tour  to  the  kingdom 
of  France. 

'Tromf.  Rien  imaginee!  dat  vas  veil  imaein! 

Jo  G* 

Dick.  And  fo,  Mounfcer 

Jenny.  Nay,  Dicky,  don't  interrupt  me,  my 
dear ! — And  fo,  as  I  was  a-faying,  if  you  can 
contrive  to  procure  us  a  marrying  dodtor,  for 
I  am  told  there  are  one  or  two  who  have  fct  up 
in  that  way  in  this  town,  we  fhall  take  it,  Mon 
fieur,  as  a  very  particular  favour. 

fromf.  I  fhall  be  vcr  happy,  tres  cbarmte ! 
to  be  capable  to  ferve-a  you. 

Jtnny.  Vaft  polite  !  and  indeed,  as  I  have 
often  told  Dicky,  the  French  always  are  fo. 

Tromf.  Indeed,  I  have  great  regard  for  de 
Englis ;  and  ven  dey  come  over,  I  never  refufe 
my  protection. 

Jenny.  Mighty  civil,  indeed  ! 

Tromf.  Why,  every  fumrner  dere  come  here 

to 
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to  my  houfc  a  great  many  my  lors ;   and  I  let 
'em  flay  two,  tree  months,  juft  as  long  as  dey 
pleafe. 

Dick.  What,  for  nothing,  Mounfeer  ? 

Tromf.  Prefque  la  meme  chofe !  almoft  de  very 
fame  ting;  dey  never  pay  noding  at  all,  only' 
juft  for  dere  eating,  drinking,  and  fleepirtg. 

Jenny.  How  generous  and  noble  ! 

Yromf.  Yesj  I  alvays  have  great  penchant, 
great  partiality,  for  dofe  of  your  country.  Vy, 
dere  vas  fome  time  ago,  ven  my  houfe  and 
my  good  vas  burn  down  by  de  fire,  I  never  vas 
take  noding  at  all  from  de  French. 

Dick.  No  ? 

'Tromf.  Pas  uncjous ;  but  fuffer  my  lors  Ang- 
fois  to  build-a  my  hotel  tip  again  to  dere  own 
tafte,  vidout  de  Icaft  interruption. 

Dick.  How  kind,  to  give  that  preference  to  us ! 

Jenny.  That  indeed  was  the  very  excefs  of 
good  breeding ! 

'Tromf.  And  ven  dey  bring  over  good  many 
guinea,  lumb'ring  heavy  great  ting,  I  make  de 
ehange  vid  de  louis,  dat  vas  ib  pretty,  and  as 
light  as  de  cork. 

Jenny.  How  difmterefted ! 

1'romf.  And  as  I  know  Meflieurs  les  Anglois 
come  here  to  improve  demfelves  by  travel  in 
France,  I  advife  dem  always  to  flay  here  as 

long 
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long    as  dey  can,  and  never  to  tink  of  going 
iiome,  till  all  dere  monies  be  gone. 

Dick.  What  a  fine  thing  it  is  to  get  fuch  a 
friend  in  foreign  parts ! 

Jenny.  True,  Dicky.  Well,  but,  Monfieur, 
do  you  think  you  can  provide  us  with  the  party 
\ve  want  ? 

Trcmf.  Pour  la  manage?  for  marry  you  ?  dere 
is  no  doubt. 

Dick.  But  there  is  no  time,  Mounfeer,  to  be 
loft,  for  we  expect  Mifs's  father  and  mother  to 
follow  us  in  the  very  firft  fhip. 

tfromf.  Dere  is  de  Doctor  Coupler  live  juft-a 
by,  in  de  very  next  ftreet. 

Jenny.  Then  fend  for  him  directly. 

Tromf.  Very  probable  he  is  not  at  home  at 
dis  time. 

Dick.  No? 

fTromf.  He  commonly  take  de  opportunity  of 
defe  dark  night,  to  ftep  crofs  de  Shanncl,  and  fup- 
ply  his  friend  on  t'oder  fide  vid  de  brandy  and 
tea. 

Dick.  Oh,  what,  I  reckon,  the  Doctor  fmuggles 
a  little  ? 

fromf.  Yes,  for  little  amufement,  juft  pour 
pajjer  le  temps ;  for  he  is  ver  fond  of  de  fea. 

Dick.  Will  you  enquire,  Mouniecr,  if  we  can 
not  meet  with  the  Doctor  .? 

.  A  finftant  j  dis  very  moment. 

C  Enter 
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Enter  a  very  old  Waiter. 

Eb  bien  ?  La  JeuneJJe  !  vat  is  de  matter  ? 

La  Jen.  Dere  is  anoder  vefifel  from  Dover, 
juft-a  put  into  de  port. 

Dick.  Is  there  ?  Then  ten  to  one  your  father 
is  in  her  ! 

tfromf.  Dat  vill  be  ver  mal-r.-prcpos  ! 

Dick.  Hadn't  I  better  run  down  to  the  key, 
and  take  a  peep  at  who  lands. 

'Tromf.  By  all  mean  ;  de  very  beft  dought  in 
de  vorld. 

Dick.  Stay  you  here,  Mifs  •,  I  will  be  bnck  in 
a  trice.  [Exit. 

Vromf.  A  ver  pretty  gentleman,  dat  Maifttr 
Druggy  ! 

Jenny.  Yes,  Dicky  is  thought  very  well  on. 

'Tromf.  He  has  ver  great  head  -,  leaucoup  de 


Jenny.  Yes,  yes  j  he  has  wit  enough  when  he  will. 

'Tromf.  Mafoi,  Maifter  Dicky  be  fort  !  a  ver 
happy  man,  to  be  fure  ! 

Jenny.  How  fo,  Monfieur  Tromfort? 

Trcmf.  How  fo  ?  pardie,  to  have  engage  de 
afTeftion  of  fo  aim  able  a  Mademoifelle. 

Jenny.  Dear  me,  Monfieur,  and  d'ye  think  fo  ? 


Jenny.  Really  ?  But  you  French-  are  fo  given 
to  flattery  ! 

Trowf. 
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.  Point  de  touty  not  at  all  !  Vill  you 
permit-a  me,  Madcmoilclie,  juft  to  have  de  ho 
nour  to  kifs-a  your  hand  ? 

Jenny.  My  hand,  Monfieur  ?  what  good  can 
that  do  you  ? 

fromf.  Ah!  my  God!  how  fine!  vite  as  fnow, 
and  foft  as  de  filk  !  Vat  vould  I  give  to  be  dat 
dere  Monfieur  Dicky  ! 

Jenny.  Why,  is  it  pofllble,  Monfieur,  that  you 
can  think  me  equal  to  your  own  country  ladies? 

1'romf.  Ah,  Mademoilelle,  dere  is  no  com- 
parifon  at  all  in  de  vorld  :  Vat  havock  your 
charm  vould  make  in  dis  contry  ! 

Jenny.  I  am   not  quite  fo  certain  of  that. 

*Tromf.  Dere  is  no  doubt  at  all:  Pour  lafreuve; 
De  very  fiift-a  Frenchmans  you  vas  fee,  is  proud 
to  drow  himfelf  at  your  feet. 

Jenny.  At  mine?  who  can  that  be,  Monfieur? 

Trcmf.  Vctre  ires  bumble,  Mademoilelle  -9  it  is 
tnoi,  me  myielf. 

Jtnny.  You  ? 

Tromf.  Moi.  Permit-a  me,  Mademoifelle,to  de 
clare  de  force  of  my  paffion,  dat  burn  my  ver  — 

Jenny.  For  me  ?  why,  I  have  fcarce  been  in 
your  company  a  coupTe  of  minutes. 

Ticmf.  Von  inltanc  is  enough  for  your  charm 
tomake-adeconqueft;  dc  very  firft  glance,  your 
bright  eyes  ihoot  me  quite  to  de  heart.  Ah  ! 

C  2  how 
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how  it  make-a  me  pat,  pat,  pat,  pat !   Fait  mot 
r  honneur  to  place-a  your  hand  juft  here  a  my  fide. 

Jenny.  Here  is  an  audacious  old  fop !  I'll  try 
liow  far  the  impudent  puppy  will  go. — Why, 
really,  Monfieur,  you're  fo  amiable,  and  your 
manners  fo  very  polite,  and  fo  civil,  that  if  it 
had  not  been  for  a  prior  engagement,  I  don't 
know  but  I  might  be  tempted  to  iiften. 

'Tromf.  Courage,  Monfieur  Tromfort!  Stay  but 
littel  time,  Maifter  Dicky,  begar  I  make  you  a  cocu 
before  you  vas  marry,  {afide.^ — Engagement!  vat 
is  dat  ? 

Jenny.  The  young  man  you  faw  here  but  now. 

Tromf.  Maifter  Dicky  ;  ver  veil  ? 

Jenny.  We  are  come  over  hither  to  marry,  you 
know. 

'Tromf.  Vy  not  ? 

Jenny.  What,  and  at  the  fame  time  encourage 
another's  addrefies  ? 

'Tromf.  To  be  fure.  En  France,  dc  lady  al- 
vays  take  de  hufband  to  make  lyre  of  de  lover  j 
de  one  four  la  folifique,  de  oder  for  dc  pafllon. 

Jenny.  Ay  j  but  what  would  my  countrywo^ 
men  fay  at  fo  very  quick  a 

Jenny.  Say?  ah-ha!  fhe  begin  to  capitulate, 
\_aftde.} — Say  ?  dat  you  take  de  ver  vife  ftep.  Oh, 
Mademoifelle,  dere  be  many  pretty  my  lady  who 
vait  at  my  hotel  for  de  vind,  dat  can  tell  many 

comic  ftorie  of  Monfieur  Tromfort. 

Jenny, 
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Jenny.  Oh,  I  don't  doubt  it  at  all !— -Was 
there  ever  fuch  an  impudent  coxcomb  ! — If  on« 
did  but  know,  indeed,  the  name  of  fome  of  the 
ladies,  it  would  be  a  kind  of  excufe. 

'fromf.  Pardonnez  moi !  jamais  de  man  of  ho 
nour  ;  never  tell  de  name  of  de  lady.  La  voies! 
looky  here!  look  at  dis  plumet;  dis  pretty 
'  white  fedder  [flews  afiabby  white  feather]  ;  dis 
trophy  of  my  viclory  I  receive  from  de  hand  of 
de  pretty  my  lady. 

Jtnny.  That  indeed  is  a  proof;  and  yet,  Mon- 
fieur,  it  is  a  fort  of  wonder  too,  for  you  are  not 
over  young,  nor,  between  ourfelves,  remarkably 
handfome  j  and  befides  all  that,  you  have  but 
one  eye. 

Tromf.  Dat  is  true ;  but  den  confider,  Made- 
moiielle,  datde  little  god  Cupid  has  got  never  a 
yone. 

Jenny.  Right;  and  I  believe  the  lady  muft 
have  been  near  as  blind  as  the  god. 

fromf.  Not  at  all.  But,  ma  chere  Mademoi- 
fclle,  welofe  time;  and  Maider  Dicky  may  come 
back  from  de  port.  Dere  is,  in  dis  littel  room, 
de  ver  pritt  pifter,  which  permit-a  me  to  have 
de  honour  to  fhew  you. 

Jenny.  Nay,  bur,  Monfieur 

*fromf.  Dere  muft  be  a  littel  compulfion  to 
make  de  lady  do  yat  fhe  like  [fulls  her.]  Venez  ma! 

Jt&p, 
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Jenny.  Hands  off",  you  iniblent  ruii;:in  ! 

[Strikes  him. 

'Tromf.  Diable  ! 

Jenny.  The  vanity  and  impudence  of  this  fel 
low  exceeds  all  the  accounts  I  have  heard  of  his 
country. 

Tromf.  By  gar,  for  de  loft  hand,  it  is  de  moft 
hard  I  ever  vas  feel ! 

Jenny.  Not  half  ib  much  as  you  merit.  A 
pretty  account  you  give  of  the  English-,  and  a 
fine  return  for  all, the  favours  you  have  received 
at  their  hands  ! 

Trcmf.  Par  die,  c'ejl  une  effect  de  virago. — Mais% 
Mademotfdle  ! 

Jenny.  However,  the  gentleman  will  faon  be 
back,  and  return  you  thanks  for  this  piece  of 
civility. 

Trcmf.  Maist  Mademoifelle,  you  vns  know 
de  mode  of  dis  country,  de  littei  gallantry  to  de 
pretty  fine  vomans. 

Jenny.  Gallantry  !  what,  from  a  fellow  like 
you,  a  pitiful  publican  ? 

fromf.  Diable!  publican  ?  dat  be  good  enough 
for  de  maker  of  pin. 

Jenny.  Here  he  comes. 

Enter  Dick  Drugget. 

Dick.  Zounds,  Mils,  litre  they  all  be  ! 

jenny* 
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Jtnny.  All !  who  ? 

Dick.  Father,  mother,  and  your  aunt  Clack, 
the  milliner  from  out  of  Pall-Mail. — But,  you. 
Icem  Hurried  ;  there  has  nothing  happened,  I 
hope  ? 

Jenny.  Happened  ?  that  faucy  Frenchman  has 
taken  fuch  liberties! 

Dicky.  How  ! — Zounds,  Sir,  how  dare  you — 

1'romf.  Monfieur  Dicky 

Jenny.  Nay,  the  fellow  is  only  fit  to  be  laughed 
at :  Befides,  at  prefcnt  we  want  him. — Harkee, 
Monfieur,  if  you  wifh  to  have  your  folly  forgot, 
and  not  be^  expofed,  as  you  richly  deferve,  you 
muft  immediately  lend  your  affiftance. 

Tromf.  Vid  •plaifir. 

Jenny.  Where  can  I  conceal  myfclf  from  my 
angry  relations  ? 

1'romf.  Dere  is  but  littcl  time  for  to  tink. 
Ah-ha !  I  have  it.  I  vill  dis  inftant  put  you 
into  de  coitvenf,  vere  my  fitter  is  nun. 

Jenny.  But  they  will  foon  find  me  out,  and 
force  me  from  them. 

1'romf.  You  muft  pretend  to  have  de  grand 
inclination  to  become  de  bon  catolick. 

Jenny.  And  will  that  do  ? 

I'rtmf.  Never  fear!  Mademoifelle^/?  £/'<?#  r;V.^; 
and  de  French  prieft  never  give  up  de  convert 
ven  flic  have  got  great  deal  of  guinee,  jamais. 

Jenny. 
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Jenny.  In  the  mean  time,  what  is  to  become 
of  my  friend  ? 

1'romf.  De  beft  way  for  Maifter  Dicky  is  to 
take  de  littel  trip  to  Dunkirk  or  Boulogne,  'till 
matters  be  fettle. 

Jenny.  May  I  venture,  Monfieur,  to  truft  my- 
felf  in  your  hands  ? 

tfromf.  By  gar,  Mademoifelle,  dere  is  more 
danger  from  your  hand  dan  from  mine  ! 

Jenny.  We  Englifh,  Monfieur,  are  an  odd  fort 
of  people ;  it  is  near  as  dangerous  to  provoke 
our  women  as  men. 

1'rowf.  By  gar,  I  believe  fo.  No,  no  -,  I'^jfair 
eft  fait e ;  I  have  done. — Mafemme>  mylittel  wife, 
lhall  conducl  Mademoifelle — LaJeunerTe![G?//j. 

Enter  La  JeuneJJe. 

La  Jen.  Monfieur  ? 

frowf.  Go  to  my  vife ;  tell  her  to  take  Ma 
demoifelle  to  de  convent,  and  leave  her  derc 
vid  my  fitter.  After  dinner,  I  vill  bring  you  de 
news  to  de  grate. 

Jenny.  Well,  Dicky,  adieu  !  expect  to  hear 
from  me  foon. 

Dick.  Be  as  quick  as  you  will,  I  (hall  think  it 
an  age.  Deareft  Jenny,  farewell !  [Exit. 

Tromf.  Jujque  a  revoir,  Mademoifelle  ! 

Jenny.  Servant,  Monfieur  Tromfort ! 

I'rcmf. 
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fromf.  Mafoi,  Mademoifelle  be  a  great  littel 
fool,  to  prefer  Monfieur  Dicky  to  fuch  anoder 
as  me.  By  gar,  de  Englis  voman  have  no 
judgment  at  all!  (he  vill  repent  by-and-byj 
more  pity  for  fhe ! — La  Jeunefie  ! 

Enter  La  JeuneJJe. 

Have  you  fent  dofe  bag  of  guinea  to  Dunkirk, 
to  be  melt  ? 

La  Jeu.  Oui}  Monfiettr. 

Tromf.  Ver  veil.  [Exit  La  Jeimeffe.] — Aprtt 
tout  Mefileurs  FAnghis,  all  de  Englis  people» 
be  ver  great  fool,  to>  come  here,  fpend  dere 
money,  in  fearch  after  vat  dey  never  will  find  ! 
to  Ihange  dere  roafta  beef  and  pudding,  for 
our  rotten  ragout ;  fee  de  comedy,  de  play,  dey 
don't  comprehend ;  talk  vid  de  people  dey  don't 
underftand;  tant  mieuxl  fo  much  de  better! 
In  ver  few  year,  I  fhut  up  my  hotel,  fet  up 
my  coach,  my  carofle,  and  call  myfelf  mon- 
lieur  le  marquis  de  Guinea,  in  compliment  to 
Meflieurs  rAmffebi  ver  pritt  title,  by  gar! 
ha,  lia,  ha !  [Exit. 

tfattr.  La  JtuneJJey  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Mimikin,  Mrs* 
Clack,  and  Kit  Codling. 

Mrs.  Min.  This  unnatural  huffy,  to  run  thus 
D  away 
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away  from  her  parents !  and  into  foreign  parts  r 
as  they  fay,  amongft  Pagans  and  Papifts,  and  a 
parcel  of — And  here  we  have  been  tofs'd  and 
tumbled  about,  that  I  don't  know  whether  I 
Hand  upon  my  head  or  my  heels. 

Min.  And  then  that  lanthorn-jaw'd  hound 
at  the  gate,  to  feize  my  tobacco-box  !  and  I'll 
be  fworn  there  was  not  a  couple  of  pipe-fulls. 

Mrs.  Min.  Ay,  ay,  poor  toads,  they  are  glad 
to  get  hold  of  any  thing  they  can  get.  Well, 
if  I  once  more  fet  fight  of  old  Powl's,  if  ever 
they  get  me  below  Bridge  again,  unlefs  a- 
pleafuring,  perhaps,  during  the  fummer,  in  a 
hoy  to  Margate — Pray,  fon  Codling,  how  long 
were  we  in  failing  over  the  fea  ? 

Codl.  I  can  tell  you,  madam  Minnikin,  exact 
to  a  minute ;  becaufe  why,  I  have  promis'd 
neighbour  Index,  the  printer,  to  make  obier- 
wations  on  all  the  ftrange  things  that  I  fee,  that 
he  may  print  them  next:  time,  'long  with  his  Six 
Weeks  Tour  to  the  Continent.  Let's  fee  j  here 
•is  my  Journal :  [reads]  "-June  the  loth,  em- 
"  barked  at  feven  in  the  morning,  at  Dover, 
cc  aboard  the  Mercury,  vind  South  and  byEailj 
"  nine  o'clock,  vind  weer  a  little  to  the  Veftj 
"  fhell'd  half  a  bnfliel  of  peas;  eleven  o'clock, 
<c  vind  ditto,  eat  ditto  j  twelve  and  half,  pluck'd 

t{  a  couple 
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u  a  couple  of  fowls  -,  very  odd  to  fee  how  the 
"  vind  blew  the  feathers  about ;  nota  bene,  fea- 
"  thers  will  fwim  in  the  fait  fea." 

Min.  Vaft  curus  obfervations,  indeed  ! 

Mrs.  Min.  Nay,  I  always  faid,  fon  Codling 
had  a  good  head  of  his  own.  Why,  Matthew 
Minnikin,  if  he  goes  on  but  as  he  begun,  I  don't 
know  but  his'n  may  be  as  ufeful  as  many  of  the 
Voyages  that  have  been  printed  of  late. 

Min.  Ay,  Margery,  if  he  could  but  get 
Ibme  flrange  bcafteiTes,  or  carry  home  a  foreign 
lavage  or  two,  for  a  (how. 

Mrs.  Min.  But  go  on,  fon  Codling,  I  beg ! 

Codl.  "  Two  o'clock,  road  beginning  to  be 
ff  confumedly  rough,  was  fo  much  jolted,  that 
"  I  could  not  write  any  more." 

Mrs.  Min.  Write  ?  I'm  fure  I  was  not  able 
to  itand ;  fo  they  popp'd  me  into  a  hole  in  the 
wall,  I  think  they  call'd  it  a  cabin  \  Lord  blefs 
us,  'twas  more  liker  a  corfin ! 

Qack.  The  fea  has  been  rather  rumbuf- 
tious,  I  own  j  but  then,  fifter,  the  land  makes 
us  ample  amends. 

Mrs.  Min.  Amends  !  in  what  way  ? 

Clack.  Blefs  me,  fifter,  how  can  you  afk? 
I  profefs  I  feel  myfelf  quite  a  different  perfon : 
The  people  here  are  all  fo  gay,  and  well- 
bred  !  Did  not  you  obferve,  when  I  accidentally 

D  2  fnce?Al, 
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frreez'd,  how  politely  all  the  people  pull'd  off 
their  hats  ? 

Mrs.  Min.  Pfhaw !  what  fignifies  their  grins 
and  grimaces,  their  fcrapes  nnd  congees  ?  do 
you,  fitter,  ferioufly  think,  that  the  French  folks 
arc  more  cleverer  than  we  ? 

Clack'.  Ridiculous !  is  there  a  mortal  can 
doubt  it  ?  Why,  without  their  afiiftance,  how 
fhould  we  be  able  to  drefs  ourfelves,  or  our 
victuals'?  And  then,  as  to  clevernefs,  did  you 
obfcrve  thofe  little  children,  as  we  came  up  from 
the  key  ? 

Mrs.  Min.  Yes ;  and  to  my  thinking,  I  never 
faw  fuch  a  parcel  of  brown  brats  in  my  life. 

Clack.  I  declare  I  was  afham'd,  quite  blufh'd 
for  my  country,  to  hear  mere  infants,  quite  ba 
bies,  as  J  may  fay,  fputter  French,  more  freer 
and  glibber  than  your  daughter  Jane,  who  hai 
had  a  French  matter  thefe  five  years. 

Mrs.  Min.  That's  true,  I  muft  own ;  but  then 
I  don't  find  that  they  be  more  cuter  to  get  our 
lingo,  than  we  to  learn  theirs. 

Clack.  Becaufe  why,  they  think  it  beneath 
them. 

Mrs.  Min.  Who  the  deuce  be  all  thefe  ? 

Enter  fever  al  Pcrtcrs  with  Jmall  parcels. 

La  Jeu.  De  porter  from  de  cuflom-houfe, 
along  vid  your  baggage. 
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Codl.  Baggage  ?  zooks,  any  one  of  thefe 
plight  have  carried  it  all. 

Clack.  Ay !  there,  there,  brother,  you  have 
another  proof  of  their  breeding  j  all  of  them 
eager  to  be  ufeful  to  ftrangers. 

Min.  Yes,  pox  take  them,  in  hopes,  \ 
fuppofe,  of  being  handfomely  paid. — Well, 
Monfieurs,  how  much  are  you  to  have  ? 

Clack.  Fy,  Mr.  Minriikin !  don't  expofe 
your  meannefs,  the  moment  you  are  landed.— 
Monfieur,  you  will  fatisfy  thefe  gentlemen  for 
the  trouble  they  have  taken.  And,  Mr.  Cod 
ling,  do  try  and  get  us  a  good  room,  if  you 
can. 

La  Jeu.  Venez  id ! 

[Exeunt  Porters>  lowing  and Jcr aping; 

Min.  Heyday!  who  the  deuce  have  we 
here  ? 

Mrs.  Min.  As  I  live,  a  couple  of  {hoe-blacky 

with  muffs  and  bag-wigs ! 

£ nter  Shoe-Hacks,  who  bow  with  great  ceremwy, 
and  takejnitjf. 

Min.  There,  there,  Margery  !  doft  thou  fee  ? 
mark  their  fmirking,  bowing  and  fneezing! 

Clack.  Ay,  fifter  Minnikin,  there  !  you 
fee  how  courteous  and  civil  the  very  lowed 
people  are  here :  Shew  me  a  fhopkeeper,  in 

your 
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your  whole  ward,  that  can  do  his  honours  fo 
well !  See  how  politely  they  offer  their  ihufr' 
to  each  other ;  and  look !  if  the  fweet  little 
creatures  are  not  fet  down  to  cards  on  their 
{tools ! 

Min.  Yes,  yes ;  I  fee  well  enough. 

Clack.  Not  like  our  vulgar  fellows,  at  Putt 
or  All-fours,  but  a  party  at  Piquet,  111  be 
Jworn ! 

Enter  La  Jeuneffe,    Luke  LapeUe,   and  -Gregory 
Gingham. 

La  Jen.  Dis  vay,  my  lor !  one,  two,  dree  ftep  ;v 
t*ke  care -a,  my  lor ! 

Mrs.  Min.  Blefs  me,  my  dear,  if  here  a'n't 
Mr.  Lappelle,  from  Bond-Street !  and  neigh 
bour  Gingham,  as  fure  as  a  gun !  frefh  from 
Paris,  I  warrant, 

Min.  Well  met,  neighbour  Gingham  !  What> 
rouVe  been  fetching  home  fafhions,  I  reckon  ? 

Ging.  Hufh,  Matter  Minnikin  !  there  rs  n0 
need  to  make  proclamation  in  foreign  parts,  of 
what  bufincfs  we  be. 

Clc.ck.  Brother  Minnikhrs  tongue  will  now- 
*nd-thcn  run  too  fail  for  his  wit. 

M;x.  Nay,  I  faid  nothing,  I  am  fure. 
rjJ.  Exsuje  ;;;;.;3  Monheur  Minnikin  !   you 

mentioned 
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mentioned  fetching  of  faftiions ;  and  that,  as 
rhe  French  fay,  was  tantar amount  to  calling  U3 
tailors. 

Clack.  The  very  fame  tiring. 

Mln.  Why,  fure,  Gregory  Gingham,  thee 
be'rt  not  afhamed  of  thy  calling,  be'ft? 

Ging.  That  is  another  man's  matter,  you 
knows  :  How  is  it  our  fault,  (d'ye  mind  me  ?) 
if  the  French  folks  v/ill  take  us  for  lords  ?  They 
faw  fomething  in  us  that  was  above  the  vulgar, 
I  reckon.  *, 

Mrs.  Min.  Nay,  for  the  matter  of  that, 
Matthew,  it  is  at  word  but  being  quit  with 
Mounfeer  ;  for,  I'll  be  fvvorri,  there  are  many 
of  their  Counts  and  Marquifies  that  comes 
over  to  us,  (aye,  and  are  received  by  the  beft 
quality  too,  at  their  tables)  who,  if  the  truth 
was  known,  are  little  better  than  tailors  at 
home. 

Codl.  Right !  well  faid,  Madam  Minnikin  ! 
With  this  odds  in  their  favour,  (plague  take 
Jem!)  that  them  there  fellows  make  a  good 
hand  and  profit  by  their  pride  and  prefump- 
tion ;  whilft  our  foolifh  folks  are  forced  to  pay 
pretty  high  fees  for  their  titles.  I  reckon, 
your  lord/hips  were  fwingingly  fous'd  on  the 
road  ? 

Ging.  To  fay  tnuh-,the  bills  did  mount  pretty 

high, 
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high,  and  we  did  not  chufe  to  chaffer  with  them* 
becaufe  why,  we  wa'n't  willing  to  bring  a  dif- 
grace  on  our  dignity. 

Clack.  Wifely  done,  for  the  Honour  of  Eng 
land  ! 

Codl.  Honour  ?  I  can't  fay  that  ever  I  heard 
that  Old  England  received  much  horiour  from 
tailors;  unlefs,  indeed;  when  they  lifted  mElliot'i 
Light-horfe. 

Lap.  That  may  be  the  Cafe,  MafterMinnikih, 
with  thofe  of  the  trade  who  live  in  the  city ;  but 
I  would  have  you  to  know,  the  knights  of  the 
needle  are  another  fort  of  people  at  our  end  of 
the  town. 

Clack.  Doubtlefs. 

Lap.  It  is  not  in  the  failiions  only  that  we  take 
the  lead ;  we  rule  likewife  over  the  Eelks  Letti-es^ 
as  the  French  call  them. 

Min.  How  ? 

Lap.  Give  laws  to  the  drama  j  damn  a  play 
•when  we  pleafe ;  or  hifs  an  a&or  off  the  ftage, 
when  we  take  a  diQike  to  the  rafcal. 

Codl.  Ay  ?  it  is  the  firit  I  ever  heard  of  a  tailor's 
goofe  hiding  ! 

Lap.  Yes,  yes  j  why,  I  myfelf,  at  the  head  of 
my  journeymen,  have  more  than  cnce  played  the 
part  of  THE  PUBLICK. 

Min.  You  furprizc  me  ! 
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Lap.  And  am  known,  at  all  our  houfcs  of 
call,  by  the  name  of  'Tom  Town. 

Clack.  Mr.  Lapelle,  you  are  but  lofing  your 
labour:  Honed  good  fort  of  people  enough j 
but  mere  cits,  quite  ignorant  of  what  is  going 
on  in  the  world  ! 

Lap.  Yes,  yes»  they  look  of  that  cut  j  not  of 
the  right  ftuff,  as  the  French  fay,  to  make  bucks 
defprits  on. 

Clack.  And  pray  what  news  is  ftirring  in 
Paris  ? 

Lap.  eTojoars  gay,  as  the  French  fay>  Mrs.  Clack. 

Mrs.  Min.  I  reckon  there  be  powers  of  our 
country  folks  there* 

Lap.  I  fuppofe  fo ;  for  I  faw  a  good  many 
aukward  people,  as  they  fay>  a  la  comedy,  and  at 
the  Colojfus  •,  but  I  chofe  to  avoid  them. 

Mrs.  Min.  And  why  fo  ? 

Codl.  I  reckon  there  were  fome  of  his  makers 
amongft  them ;  and  it  would  not  have  been  decent 
to  be  too  forward,  for  a  tradefman,*iike  he. 

Lap.  P&rdonnez  moll  that  was  not  it ;  it  is  al 
ways  the  rule  with  me,  when  I  travels,  to  avoid 
les  Anghis>  as  the  French  fay>  the  EnglUh,  as 
much  as  I  can. 

Codl.  I  reckon  the  French,  as  they  don't  know 
his  trade,  are  more  politer  and  civil. 

Lap.  No  •,  there's  a.  rough  nef«,  a  l>ourgo\fy> 
^'ftv-  E  about 
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about  our  barbarians,   that  is  not  at  all  to  my 
tafte-,  not  a  bit,  as  the  French  fay,  to  my  gout. 

Clack.  I  don't  wonder  at  it.  I  hope  you  left 
the  royal  family  all  in  good  health. 

Lap.  Yes  ;  Mr.  le  Roi,  as  the  French  fay, 
looked  pretty  jolly ;  and  I  was  at  his  grand  cou~ 
Vert,  and  eowjbee  a-Sunday :  His  majeity  looked 
at  me  very  hard. 

Clack.  Indeed? 

Mrs.  Min.  Ay ;  wondering,  I  fuppofe,  how 
fuch  a  one  as  he  could  contrive  to  get  in. 

Lap.  This  relation  of  yours,  Mrs.  Clack,  is 
but  a  low  kind  of  a  body. — No,  no,  Mrs.  Min- 
nikin  •,  his  majefty  and  I  have  been  acquainted; 
many  a  time  and  oft  have  \  been  at  court,  when 
he  was  only  the  dolphin.. 

Clack.  Pray,  how  long,  Mr.  Lapdle,  was 
you  coming  from  Paris  ? 

Lap.  Two  days  and  a  night. 

Clack.  Are  the  accommodations  good  upon 
the  road  ? 

Lap.  Their  horfcs,  their  <he-vauxcs,  as  the 
French  call  them,  are  not  quite  fo  nimble  as 
our'n  i  but  then,  to  make  amends,  like  the 
French,  I  courier  the  poll,  without  Hopping  ; 
unlefs,  perhaps,  to  take  a  flight  repas  of  a  bit 
of  jambun,  or  a  hamlet. 

Min.    But     how    do    you   like    your    jaunt, 

neighbour 
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neighbour  Gingham  ?    You  are  rathef  filent,  I 
chink. 

Lap.  This,  you  know,  is  only  Gingham's  firft 
trip :  Befides,  to  like  Paris,  a  man  muft  farle 
vous  in  perfection  i  fpeak.  their  lingor  perfectly 
well. 

Qing.  For  the  matter  of  that,  matter  Lapelle, 
the  poftilions  did  not  feem  to  take  very  readily 
all  that  you  faid  on  the  road. 

Lap.  Them  there  fellows  !  how  mould  they? 
mere  country  bumpkins !  little  better,  as  we  fay  in 
French,  than  a  parcel  of  pbeafaxts  ! 

Clack.  Ay,  hogs,  I  fuppole,  like  our  owft,  : 

Lap.  True,  Mrs.  Clack ;  quite  cswcbans^  as 
we  fay.  .^ 

Mrs.  Min.  Have  they  pretty  good  victuals  in 
thefe  parts,  neighbour  Gingham  ? 

Ging.  Victuals  ?  foup,  that  tafted  as  if  wrung 
from  a  dim-clout,  and  rags  ftewed  in  vinegar, 
are  all  the  victuals  I  have  feen. 

Lap.  Ah  !  poor  Gingham  has  a  true  Englifh 
ftomach ;  nothing  will  do  but  fubftantials ;  he 
has  no  tafte  for  rageutes,  intermeats,  and  rottis. 

Ging.  Nay,  you  know,  at  the  lad  town,  my 
wife  fiflied  out  a  large  piece  of  blue  apron,  upon 
the  top  of  her  fork. 

Mrs.  Min.  What !  did  Mrs.  Gingham  come 
with  you  ? 

E  i  Ging. 
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Ging.  Yes  j  and  is  about  as  well  pleated  as 
myfelf. 

Mrs.  Min.  Where  is  fhe  ? 

Ging.  In  a  room  hard-by,  with  Mrs.  Lapelle. 

Lap.  How  often  have  I  cautioned  you  not 
to  give  her  that  name  here  in  France  ?  fuppote 
any  of  the  people  mould  hear  you  ! 

Clack.  What,  then,  I  fuppofe  it  is  not  Mrs. 
Lapelle,  that  is,  your  real  wife,  that  is  with  you  ? 

Lap.  Yes,  yes  ;  but  you  know  nothing  can 
be  fo  vulgar  in  France,  as  voyaging  about  with 
one's  wife ;  fo  I  make  her  pafs  for  my  miilrefs, 
and  always  calls  her  Mademoifelle. 

Clack.  And  (he  fares  never  the  wqrfe,  I'll  be 
fworn. 

Lap.  Au  contraire^  as  they  fay;  befides,  it  is 
the  onlieft  method  to  keep  her  to  one's  felf. 

Mrs.  Min.  How  fo  ? 

Lap.  No  Frenchman  fcruples  to  make  love  to 
a  wife-,  becaufe  why,  'tis  not  the  famion  for  the 
hufband  to  care  a  farthing  about  her ;  but  to  fe- 
duce  a  man's  millrds,that  he  is  imagined  to  love, 
is  a  crime  that  is  never  forgiven. 

Clack.  Lord,  Mr.  Lapelle,  we  are  like  the 
French  in  a  great  many  things. 

Lap.  Yes,  we  endeavour  j  and,  to  fay  truth, 
improve  every  day  in  our  morals. 

Clack.  But  mayn't  we  join  the  ladies  within  r- 

Lap. 

I 
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Lap.  By  all  means — but  mind  the  caution  I 
gave  ! — Yes  j  Mademoifelle  and  I  by  accident 
picked  up  Gingham  and  wife.  We  met  them 
in  the  Fauxbourg  of  St.  German  \  and  as  we  were 
to  fee  out  about  the  fa.me  time,  we  thought  it 
woyld  be,  as  the  French  fay,  for  us  four  to 
come  -to  Calais  together,  an  agreeable  tete-a-tete 
on  the  road. 

Clack.  Well,  I  mould  like  vaflly  to  fee  Paris 
before  my  return ;  but  the  journey  is  fo  very 
expenfive!  coft  a  world  of  money,  no  doubt? 

Lap.  Why,  as  I  know  how  to  manage,  not 
altogether  fo  much:  It  is  true,  we  paid  our  bills 
like  lords,  on  the  road ;  but  it  lhall  go  hard, 
Mrs.  Clack,  if  I  don't  make  the  real  lords  re 
fund,  when  I  fend  in  their  bills. 

Clack.   All  the  reafon  in  life. 

Lap.  This,  with  a  good  cargo  of  lace  con 
veyed  by  Mademoifelle,  and  fome  rich  fuits  that 
I  know  how  to  fmuggle  fafely  to  Dovej,  will,  I 
fhould  think,  carry  me  fcot-free  to  Bond-Street. 
— But,  pray,  what  brings  all  your  family  ? 

Clack.  We  will  inform  you  within. 

Lap.  Gingham,  you  will  efcort  Mrs.  Minni- 
Jcin  ?  Mrs.  Clack,  as  the  French  fay,  will  you 
Accept  qf  my  brajs?  [Exeanf>  ivitb  ceremony. 


ACT 
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A         C         T  II. 

A  French  dpartmext. 

Enter  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Minnikin  and  Mrs.  Clack. 

Mrs.  Minnikin. 

I  TELL  you,  Matthew,  it  is  all  a  purtence, 
merely  to  keep  out  of  our  hands  !  Why,  what 
Ihould  fhe  do  in  a  convent  ? 

Mm.  Mayhap,  Margery,  fhe  may  take  it  in 
her  head  to  turn  nun. 

Mrs.  Min.  Lord,  Matthew,  how  can'ft  think 
of  any  fuch  a  thins;  ?  She  nun  !  no,  no  •.  file's 

/  C7  *  * 

more  likely  by  half  to  bring  people  into  the 
world,  than  to  take  any  one  out  on't.  What 
fay  you,  fitter  Clack  ? 

Clack.  I  am  pretty  much  of  your  mind,  I 
muft  confcfs ;  but  we  lhall  know  more  of  the 
matter  when  Kit  Codling  comes  back. 

Min.  D'ye  think  they'll  permit'n  to  fee  her  ? 

Mrs.  Min.  That,  I  fuppofe,  will  depend  on 
herfdf.  Oh,  here  comes  Mr.  Codling. 

Enter  Codling. 

Well,  fon,  what  news  from  the  runagate  ?  have 
fccn  her  ? 

Codl 
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Codl.  Not  I :  They  firft  friew'd  me  tip  to  a 
room  with  iron  rails  at  one  end,  like  a  begging- 
grate  ;  and  upon  ringing  the  bell,  there  popped 
out  of  t'other  fide  the  bars  an  old  gentlewoman, 
dreft  in  a  blanket,  with  a  black  handkerchief 
over  her  head. 

Mrs.  Min.  Yes ;  I  have  h  card  the  Papi flies 
have  fuch  drefies  amongft  them  :  Who  was  (he  ? 
Codl.  I  took  her  to  be  one  of  the  clargywo-*. 
men  that  belong  to  the  place.  I  alked,  if  they 
had  veigled  oneMifsMinnikin  into  their  clutches, 
in  hopes  to  make  her  a  Papifh :  At  the  word 
veigledy  the  old  woman  turnfd  up  the  whites  of 
her  eyes,  and  with  her  hands  crofs  her  fto- 
mach,  like  a  child  that  is  faying  her  catechifc, 
made  a  jaculation ;  I  fancy,  iiv  the-  outlandifn 
tongue  i  upon  which,  I  told  her  to  let  me  have 
none  on  her  hypocrify  canting,  but  to  anfwer 
direct  to  my  quefcions. 

Clack.  How  rude  !  it  was  lucky  fhc  did  not 
undcrftand  you. 

Codl.  Under  ft  and  me  ?  yes,  as  well  as  you 
do:  Pho,  mun,  they  be  all  Englifhwomen  that 
be  locked  up  in  that  church.  She  owned  that 
Mifs  Jenny  was  there. 

Mrs.  Min.  She  did? 

Codl.  Then  I  afked  if  I  could  not  change  a 

Or 

few  words  with  her,  by  way  of  £  little  difcourfe ; 

they 
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they  faid  no,  becaufe  why,  Mifs  was  out  of1 
order  at  prefent. 

Min.  A  pretence  ;  nothing  elfei 

CodL  So  I  reckon.  Then  I  defired  the  geri- 
tlewoman  to  open  the  hatch,  and  let  me  in  doors 
to  fee  her,  for  I  had  a  word  or  two  for  her 
private  ear  from  her  parents  j  upon  that,  the 
old  gofibp  fet  up  fuch  a  grumbling,  called  me 
profligate  harrytick,  and  wondered  I  could  be 
fo  empiety  to  think  they  ever  fuffered  a  man 
to  enter  their  doors ;  'pon  that,  I  told  her,  that 
if  none  of  her  complifhes  were  more  handfome 
than  Ihe,  ecod  they  might  open  their  doors 
without  any  great  danger  j  ha,  ha  !  this  made 
the  old  one  as  mad  as  the  deuce  ! 

Clack.  Itoukl  you  what  would  happen,  if  you 
fent  fuch  a  rough  creature  as  he. 

CodL  No  j  we  grew  more  milder  at  laft  j  and 
ihc  offer'd  to  fhew  her,  if  her  father  and  mother 
would  come. 

Mrs.  Min.  Then,  Matthew,  let  us  go  to  her 
this  inflant !  Son  Codling  will  fhew  us  the  way. 

Codl.  For  the  matter  of  that,  I  don't  believe 
you  will  fpeed  much,  better  than  me. 

Clack.  And  why  nor  ? 

Codl.  When  I  afk'd  her,  if  as  how  fhe  thought 
Jenny  had  ferufly  a  mind  to  turn  to  their  way, 
fhe  faid  fhe  didn't  make  the  Icaft  doubt  on't  5 

for 
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for  that  Mifs  had  all  the  true  outward  and  vifible 
figns  of  an  inward  vacation. 
Mrs.  Min.  Who  have  we  here  ? 

Enter  Father  O'Donnovan,  a  Capuchin. 

Codl.  I  don't  know ;  a  mountebank,  I  reckon  j 
or  mayhap  a  man  that  fhews  Height  of  hand. 

O'Don.  Save  you,  good  jontlemen  ! 

Mrs.  Min.  No,  no;  it  is  an  Englifhman,  ^1 
know  by  his  tongue. — Well,  friend,  who  and 
what  are  you  ? 

O'Don.  Plaife  you,  I  am  a  poor  Capuchin, 
that  belongs  to  this  convent  here  in  the  town. 

Codl.  Capuchin  ?  and  pray,  honelt  friend, 
what  trade  is  that  in  the  French  ? 

O'Don.  Trade !  the  devil  a  bit  of  a  trade  that 
it  is :  By  my  fhoul,  if  I  had  a  mind  to  be  of  a 
trade,  do  you  think  I  would  have  quitted  my 
haymaking  in  England  ? 

Mrs.  Min.  What  is  it,  then,  that  you  follow  ? 

O'Don.  It  is  a  kind  of  profeffion,  my  dear. 

Mrs.  Min.  A  profefllon  ! 

O'Don.  Ay ;  we  makes  profefiions  of  poverty; 
that  we  may  be  fure  to  want  for  nothing  as  long 
as  we  live. 

Codl.  And  how  do  you  get  what  you  want  ? 

O'  Don*  By  afking  it  from  thofe  that  can 
give  it.  i 

F  Codl. 
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CodL  Godfo  !  then  you  are  a  beggar,  I  fancy. 

O'Dox.  Who  ?  a  beggar  ?  what  the  divil  put 
that  in  your  head  ? 

Mrs.  Min.  What  d'ye  call  yourfelf  elfe  ? 

O'Don.  I  am  only  a  mendicant,  honey. 

Codl.  I  wonders  you  prefer  fo  idle  a  life. 

O'Don.  And  why  fo  ?  d'ye  think  that  I  would 
not  rather  that  other  people  fhould  work  for  me, 
than  work  for  myfelf  ?  not  that  I  fhould  mind 
v*orking  neither,  but  only  becaafe  it  is/o  very 
laborious. 

Mrs.  Min.  And  are  folks  now  very  charitable 
in  this  here  part  of  the  world  ? 

O'Don.  Charitable  !  the  devil  of  any  charity's 
in  it :  It  is,  honey,  a  Chriftian  kind  of  a  bargain, 
ftruck  up  among  us,  I  think. 

Claclt.  A  bargain? 

O't)on.  Ay;  whim  they  work  for  us,  we 
pray  for  them  ;  they  take  care  of  our  bodies, 
and,  in  return,  nty  deaf,  we  tdke  care  of  their 
fhouls. 

Codl.  Souls !  never  ftif,  father,  if  this  ben't 
one  of  their  friars ! 

Mrs.  Min.  Sure  as  can  be,  fon  Codling  has 
hit  it.  Who  can  tell,  hufband,  as  he  is  our 
countryman,  and  one  of  the  gang,  but,  for  a 
little  fpill  of  mo'ney,  he  may  put  Us  in  away  to 
get  our  daughter  out  of  their  clutches  ? 
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Min.  It  is  but  trying,  however. 

Mrs.  Min.  And  pray,  good  Sir,  by  what  name 
may  we  call  you  ? 

O'D07/.  Father  O'Donnovan,  at  your  humble 
farvice. 

Mrs.  M-'n.  Will  you  do  us  the  favour  to  ftep 
a  little  this  way  ? — Son  Codling,  have  a  look 
out,  that  v/e  ben't  interrupted. — Why,  you 
muft  know,  that  a  daughter  of  ours  has  run 
away  from  her  friends,  and  voluns,  noluns, 
taken  fhelter  here  in  a  cloifter. 

O'Don.  Run  away  from  her  friends  ?  Sy  my 
fhoul,  that  was  very  foolifhly  done ! 

Mrs.  Min.  Now  if  you  could  put  us  in  a 
way,  by  hook  or  by  crook,  to  get  her  out  of  the 
convent 

O'Don.  Me ?  wfyat,  me?  to  get  a  parfon  out 
of  a  convent  ? 

Mrs.  Min.  If  you  would  be  fo  kind  to 
affift 

O'Dcn.  Fy !  confider,  woman,  what  you  are 
afking. 

Min.  Nay,  Sir ! 

O'DoH,  Upon  my  confcience,  here  is  one  of 
the  moft  blackefc  c'onfpiracies  broke  out  againft 
Popery,  fince  gunpowder-treafon. 

Mrs.  Min.  Patience,  fweet  Sir ! 

O'Don.  To  tempt  one  of  my  order  to  be  guilty 
pf  facrednefs ! 

F  2  Mrs, 
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Mrs.  Mm.  Indeed,  good  Sir,  I  had  no  fuch 
thing  in  my  head. 

O'Dox.  Pace,  woman  !  What  is  it  better  than 
facrednefs,  to  break  into  a  convent,  and  take 
cratur  out  by  compulfion  ? 

Mrs.  Mm.  But,  Sir • 

O'Dcn.  I  tell  you,  even  to  force  a  young 
woman  from  thence,  that  is  willing  to  lave  it, 
is  one  of  the  biggeft  robberies  that  can  be 
committed. 

Mrs.  Mln.  My  de  ar 

O'JDon.  And,  to.  extenuate  the  matter,  here 
is  a  dutiful  poor  young  body,  that  flies  from 
her  parents,  and  takes  refuge  in  the  arms  of  the 
church 

Mrs.  Mln.  Hear  me  a  word,  reverend  Sir ! 

O'Dcn.  We  fhall  fee  what  the  Commandant 
will  fay  to  this  bufinefs !  Take  my  word  for  it, 
my  friends,  you  will  be  all  faaz'd  in  an  inftant, 
and  locked  up  in  prifon  aboard  the  gallies  for 
the  refl  of  your  lives. 

Mrs.  Mm.  Mercy  on  us  ! — Sifter  Clack,  try 
if  you  can't  mollify  his  choler  a  little,  or  we 
fnall  betlap'd  up  in  the  quifition  direclly. 

Clack.   Can  you,   reverend  Sir,    be  fo  cruel 

to  your  country-folks  here 

O'Don.  Pace,  woman  ! 

Clack.   Indeed  they  had  no  bad  intentions ; 
y    only    wanted    to   afc    your  reverence's 

ac  \ 
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advice,  and  meant  to  leave  afittall  fum  in  your 
Jiands • 

O'Don.  Sum  ?  do  you  main  to  infult  me  ? 
Don't  you  know,  woman,  that  we  rnuft  never 
touch  money  ? 

Clack*  To  beftow  upon  poor  objects  that 
•want  it;  but;,  if  fo  be  your  reverence  is  for 
bidden  to  touch  it,  why,  to  be  fure,  we  won't 
dare  to 

O'Don.  Why,  lookee,  miftrefs;  to  handle 
money  is  againil  the  rules  of  our  order,  which 
we  clare  not  break  through  :  If,  indeed,  it  was 
put  into  a  purfe,  why,  there  would  be  no  oc- 
cafion,  d'ye  fee,  for  me  to  touch  it. 

Clack.  Brother  Minnikin,  have  you  ever  a 
purfe? 

Mrs.  Min.  Here,  here  is  mine,  filler  Clack. 

O'Don.  Why,  as  you  faam  to  be  well-dif- 
pofed  people,  and  only^want  a  little  wholefome 
advice  j  why,  that,  d'ye  fee,  may  alter  the  cafe. 

Mrs.  Mia.  Nothing  elfe,  indeed,  reverend 
Sir. 

O'Dcn.  Why,  d'ye  mind  me,  it  would  not 
be  ctaccnt  forme  to  ftir  in  this  matter;  be- 
caafe  why,  as  we  are  monks,  you  know,  it  is 
our  duty  to  bring  over  and  pervert  as  many  fhouls 
as  we  can. 

Mrs.  Min.  True,  reverend  Sir;  but  there  is 

nothing 
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nothing  of  that  in  the  matter  -,  the  girl,  Keaverj 
knows,  has  no  more  mind  to  be  prever:ed  than 
any  of  us. 

O'Don.  How !  more  lhame  for  her  !  but  may 
J  belave  you  ? 

Mrs.  Min.  All  a  pretence,  nothing  elfe  •,  fhe 
is  run  away  with  an  idle  'prentice  of  ours,  to 
avoid  that  young  man  there  before  you. 

O'Don.  Have  you  brought  with  you  no  letters 
of  recommendation  to  any  ftrangers  of  your 
acquaintance,  that  live  in  this  town  ? 

Mrs.  Min.  We  know  no  mortal  •,  we  have  not 
been  landed  an  hour. 

O'Don.  Becaafe  a  little  interefl  in  this  cafe 
would  go  a  great  way  j  not  but  there  are  fome 
of  our  own  country  folks,  that  live  here  in  great 
credit :  Perhaps  you  may  have  known  them  at 
home. 

Mrs.  Min.  Does  your  reverence  remember 
their  names  ? 

O'Dcn.  There  is  Mr.  Mac-Rappum,  that 
lives  in  the  Square,  one  of  the  beft-natured 
craturs  alive:  He  got  thejail-diftemper,  by  at 
tending  his  own  trial  at  the  Old-Bailey. 

Mrs.  Min.  Poor  gentleman  ! 

O'Don.  So  the  judge  advifed  him  to  try  for 
feven  years  the  air  of  America. 

Mrs.  Min.  And  did  he  reap  any  benefit  ? 

O'Don. 
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O'Dcn.  He  has  put  off  the  jaunt  for  awhile, 

Mrs.  Min.  Why  fo  ? 

O'Dcx.  I  don't  know ;  they  talk  that  that 
place  is  all  in  combuftion  at  prefent ;  fo  being 
a  paceable  man,  he  chcfe  to  be  fet  down  here  in, 
his  way. 

Mrs.  Min.  Dolt  know  him,  Matthew  ? 

Min.  Not  I. 

O'Don.  Then  there  is  one  'Squire  Copywell, 
that  is  but  lately  come  over ;  a  very  fafatious, 
humourfome  man  :  He  laid  a  bet  with  a  frind 
of  his,  out  of  fun,  that  he  would  draw  a  bill  in 
the  hand-writing  of  Sir  Timothy  Tradewel], 
fo  like  that  the  banker  fhould  pay  it  without 
hefitation. 

Mrs.  Min.  And  did  he  ? 

O'Don.  You  may  fay  that :  But,  when  they 
come  to  find  out  the  miftake,  the  banker, 
being  a  crufty  dull  fellow,  and  not  underftand- 
ing  a  joke,  talked  of  going  to  law  with  the 
'fquire. 

Mrs.  Min.  Lord  blefs  us  !  how  could  they — ! 

O'Don.  Nay,  I  don't  know,  my  fhoul ;  them 
thercEnglifli  have  fome  ftrange  maxims  amongfl 
them  j  fo  the  'fquire,  not  caring  to  throw  away 
his  money  to  lawyers,  chofe  to  come  and  live 
here,  rather  than  make  any  more  words  of  the 
matter. 

Click. 
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Clack.  I'd  have  done  the  very  fame  thing,  had 
I  been  the  'fquire. 

O'Don.  Nay,  for  the  matter  of  that,  you  have 
no  more  manners  than  morality  among  you  in 
England. 

Mrs.  Min.  How,  reverend  Sir !  I  thought  we 
xvas  remarkable  for 

O'Don.  Pace,  woman,  and  hold  your  pallaver ! 
Was  there  ever  fuch  ill  breeding  as  Lord  Con- 
ftant's  to  Sir  Henry  Hornbeam,  that  lives  hard-* 
by  here  at  Ardres. 

Clack.  Indeed,  I  never  heard  nothing  about  it. 

O'Don.  My  lord  was  obligated  to  go  about 
his  affairs  into  the  North  for  a  month,  and  left 
his  difconfolate  lady  behind  him  in  London. 

Mrs.  Min.  Poor  gentlewoman  ! 

O'Don.  Upon  which,  his  friend  Sir  Henry 
ufed  to  go  and  flay  there  all  the  day,  to  amufe 
and  divert  her. 

Mrs.  Min.  How  good-natured  that  was  in  Sir 
Henry ! 

O'Don.  Nay,  he  carried  his  friendfhip  much 
further  than  that;  for  my  lady,  as  there  was 
many  highwaymen  and  footpads  about,  was 
afraid  that  fome  of  them  would  break  into  the 
houfe,  and  fo  defired  Sir  Henry  to  lie  there  every 
night. 

Mrs.  Min.  Good  foul !  and  he  did,  I  dare  fay  ? 

O'Don. 
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O'Don.  To  be  furc :  There  is  not  a  more 
politer  man  in  the  world.  So,  hearing  in  the 
middle  of  the  night  a  little  noife  below  ftairs, 
he  run'd  down  to  fee  what  was  the  matter  j  find 
ing  all  fafe,  in  coming  up  again,  he  chanced  to 
make  a  little  miftake. 

Mrs.  Min.  How  fo  ? 

O'Don.  Inftead  of  going  to  his  own  bed,  he 
Hepped  into  my  lady's. 

Cldck.  That  might  happen  Very  well,  in  the 
dark. 

O'Don.  And  there  falling  afleep,  never  once 
found  out  his  miftake  'till  the  maid  came  up  in 
the  morningi 

Clack.  He  muft  have  been  vaftly  furprized,  to 
be  fure. 

Mrs.  Min.  And,  I  warrant  me,  fo  was  my 
lady. 

O'Don.  Without  doubt.  But  now  comes  the 
lipfhot  of  all :  I  reckon,  you  fuppofe  my  lord 
thought  himfelf  much  obliged  to  Sir  Henry  ? 

Clack.  To  be  fure. 

O'Dcn.  Not  he,  by  my  flioul !  nay,  more 
worfer  than  that,  he  had  the  ill  manhers  to  bring 
ati  action  againft  him. 

Clack.  What,  after  Sir  Harry  had  told  him 
the  ftory  ? 

O'Don.  Ay,  and  my  lady  likewife;  fo  it  muft  be 
G  true, 
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true,  as  you  know,  becaafe  why,  they  could  not 
both  be  miftaken. 

Clack.  There  was  no  danger  of  that. 

O'Don.  So,  Sir  Harry,  not  chufing  to  live 
any  longer  amongft  fuch  under-bred  people,  has 
fettled  here  for  his  life. 

Clack.  Why,  as  there  is  fo  much  good  com 
pany,  it  muft  be  vaft  agreeable  living  here,  I 
ihould  think. 

O'Don.  You  may  fay  that ;  and  indeed  this 
place  is  fo  pleafant,  that  every  day  one  ingenus 
parfon  or  other  comes  over  to  live.  Upon 
my  fhoul,  among  ourfelves,  I  belave  the  folks 
on  your  fide  the  water  begin  to  grew  a  little- 
^ealous. 

Clack.  No  wonder. 

O'Don.  Infomuch,  that  they  have  made  appli 
cation  to  the  ma«iftrates  here  to  fend  fome  of 

O 

them  forcibly  back. 

Mrs.  Min.  But  I  dare  fay  the  French  were 
more  politer  than  that. 

O'Dcn.  To  be  fure.  Indeed,  but  of  com 
panion,  they  have  compelled  three  or  four  that 
v/erc  poor  to  return ;  becaafe  why,  it  coudn't 
be  very  agreeable  to  them,  you  know,  to  live 
here  without  money. 

Mrs.  Min.  To  be  fure. 
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O'Don.  And  then,  the  Englifh  are  indulged  in 
the  free  exercife  of  their  religion. 

Mrs.  Min.   Oh,  then  they  go  to  church  ? 

O'Dcn.  No,  no ;  if  they  find  'em  preaching 
or  praying,  they  hang  up  the  minifter,  and  fend 
the  congregation  all  to  the  gallies. 

Mrs.  Min.  Doft  hear  that,  Matthew  Min- 
nikin  ? 

O'Dcn.    So  now,   as  I  was  a-telling,  if  you 

can  get  any  frind  to  fpeak  to  the Boo-boo- 

boo !  upon  my  fhoul,  I  had  like  to  have  forgot 
the  mod  material  ift  parfon  of  all :  Does  any  of 
you  know  Lady  Kitty  Crocodile  ? 

Clack.  Lady  Kitty!  nobody  better;  I  have 
had  the  honour  of  working  for  her  ladyfhip  this 
many  years. 

O'Don.  Then  your  bufmefs  will  be  done  in  a 
trice.  Between  ourfelves,  the  ladies  always  rule 
the  roaft  in  this  part  of  the  world. 

Clack.  I  dare  believe  her  ladyihip  will  be  very 
willing  to  ferveus. 

O'Don.  I  don't  doubt  it  at  all  j  fhe  is  one  of 
fhe  nhoft  worthieft  women  alive :  She  condn't 
bear  to  flay  in  England  after  the  death  of  her 
hufoand,  every  thing  there  put  her  fo  much  in 
mind  of  her  lofs.  Why,  if  fhe  met  by  accident 
with  one  of  his  boots,  it  always  fet  her  a-crying; 
kideed,the  poorgentlewoman  was  a  pcrfeclNiobe. 

G  2  Clack. 
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Clack,  Indeed,  I  found  her  ladyfhip  in  a  very 
incontionable  way,  when  I  waited  on  her  upon 
the  mournful  occafion,  Indeed,  fhe  was  rather 
more  chearful  "when  Ihe  tried  on  her  weeds ; 
and  no  wonder,  for  it  is  a  drefs  vaftly  becom 
ing,  efpecially  to  people  inclined  to  be  fat. 
But  I  was  in  hopes,  by  this  time  (he  had  got 
over  her  griefs. 

O'Don.  Not  at  ajl,  indeed,  Indeed,  with  the 
French  flie  is  fafatious  and  pleafant  enough  j 
but  fhe  no  fooner  fets  light  on  any  thing 
Englifh,  than  the  tears  burft  out  like  a  whirl 
wind. 

Clack.  Then,  if  we  can  do  without  it,  we 
won't  trouble  her  ladyfhip. 

Mrs.  Mi n.  True ;  we  will  firft  try,  fitter,  what 
we  can  do  at  the  convent. 

O'Dcn.  By  all  means :  And,  d'ye  hear,  you 
need  not  mention  any  thing  about  the  purfej 
you  underftand  me  ? 

Clack.  Oh,  father,  you  need  not  fear  us. 

O'Don.  Nay,  it  is  not  for  that ;  but  becaafe 
one's  charity,  you  know,  fhould  be  private ;  and 
therefore,  to  devulge  it  would  take  away  moft 
pf  the  merit,  [Exit. 

Clack.  True,  true.     What's  next  to  be  done  ? 

Mrs.  Min.  Why,  we  had  bed  go  after  the 
wench  to  the  convent. 

Clack. 
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Clack.  But  take  care  what  you  fay!  you 
fee  what  a  hobble  we  had  like  to  have  got 
into.' 

Mrs.  Mm.  Never  you  fear  3  I  warrant,  I  knows 
how  to  behave  myfelf,  [Exeunt. 

Scene,  a  Convent. 

Enter  Abbejs  and  'Jenny. 

Abbejs.  Only,  daughter,  confider  to  what 
temptation  you  are  expofed  in  the  world. 

Jenny.  The  more  merit,  mother,  then  in  me, 
to  refift  them. 

Abbefs.  Attacked  by  enemies  from  erery 
quarter.  >,y. 

Jenny.  I  am  a  girl  of  fpirit,  mother,  and  am 
determined  to  face  them, 

Abbejs.  But  they  will  be  too  powerful,  child, 
for  you  to  refift. 

Jenny.  Then,  like  abler  officers,  I  muft  fur- 
render.  I  fuppofe  there  will  be  no  danger  of 
their  refufing  me  quarter. 

Abbefs.  Daughter,  daughter,  I  am  afraid  your 
affections  are  carnal. 

Jenny.  Mother,  mother,  they  are  like  other 
girls  of  my  age. 

Abbejs.  Why  won't  you  accept  a  fpirituai 
fpoufe  ? 

Jenny. 
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Jenny.  Becaufe  I  have  found  one  of  flefli  and 
blood  much  more  to  my  rnind. 

Abbejs.  Confidef,  that  is  a  union  that  will  ron- 
tinue  for  ever. 

Jenhy.  And  do  you  call  that  a  recommenda 
tion,  good  mother  ? 

Abbejs.  The  other,  child,  muft  be  finally  dif- 
folved  by  death. 

Jenny.  Like  many  of  my  countrywomen, 
perhaps,  I  mayn't  have  patience  to  tarry  alto 
gether  fo  long.  But  coir.e,  mother,  I  can,  I 
believe,  give  good  gue-fs  at  your  meaning: 
You  have  a  notion  that  I  fhould  bring  a-  pretty- 
pood  fortune  to  this  fpoufe  of  your  recommen 
dation  ? 

Abbefs.  True,  daughter. 

*Jfnny.  To  which,  as  I  never  heard  of  any 
children  produced  by  this  unaccountable  union, 
you  will  fuccced  ?  No-w  I  muft  tell  you,,  I  ha'n't 
a  farthing  of  fortune. 

Abbeji.  Daughter? 

Jenny.  I  am  entirely  dependant  upon-  father, 
T*ho,  I  am  pofitively  fure,  won't  part  with  a 
fartnHlg  to  you.  He  p;ive  any  thing  to  your 
church,  as  you  call  it  ?  why,  he's  never  fo 
h«ppy  as  when  he  can  rob  o-ur  own  vicar  at  home 
of  his  dues. 

Abbefs.  What,  daughter,  have  you  no  fc-parate 
portion  ? 

Jsnry. 
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'jenny.   Npt  a  doit. 

Abfyefs.  And  your  father  fo  fixed  an  heretic, 
as  you  have  defcribqd  hiifi  ? 

'Jenny.  Hate*  a  Papifh  worfer  than  poiibn. 

Abbejs.  Well,  child,  as  I  find  you  have  no  im.- 
mediate  call  tp  the  veil,  I  fhall  at  this  t;ime  preis 
it  no  further :  Your  beft  way  will,  I  think,  ba 
to  return  to  your  father. 

Jenny.  Not  quite  fg  foon,  if  you  pleafe.  1 
have  told  you  what  induced  me  to  leave  him; 
now,  if  you  will  fcreen  me  from  his  purfuit,  'till 
I  can  othe.rwife  dijpofe.  of  myfelf,  tho*  I  am  riot 
rich,  \  have  a  ftjw  guineas  here  chat  will  thank 
you. 

Abtyfs.  Why,  as  the  compelling  a  daughter 
to  marry  is  a  prgfaoation  of  gne  of  our  facra- 
ments,  I  am  bound  in  duty,  if  I  can,  to  pre 
vent  it. 

Jenny.  Is  \\,  ?  gacl,  J.  like  that  part  of  y^ur 
creed  well  enough. 

Enter  4  Nun. 

Nun.  The  father  and  mother  qf  that  amiabis 
child  are  now  at  the  grate. 

Jenny.  Lord,  good  mother,  what  (hall  I  do  ? 

Abbejs.  Let  them  know,  fhc  lhall  attend  them 
direclly.  [Exit  Nun. 

Jenny.  How,  mother  J 
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Ablejs.  Fear  nothing  !  if  they  infill  on  the 
taking  you  hence,  urge  an  affection  you  feel 
for  our  faith,  and  that  you  wifh  to  wait  here; 
for  our  ghoftly  inftructions ;  in  fuch  a  cafe* 
this  is  a  fecure  fanctuary  from  the  fecular  arm. 

Jenny.  I  underfland  you,  good  mother.  \Exe. 

Scene,  the  Grate. 

Enter  Mr.  and  Mrs,  Minnikin,  Mrs.  Clack,  and 
Codling. 

Min.  This  jade  is  the  plague  of  our  lives  ! 

Mrs.  Min.  Peace,  Matthew !  by  rough  means 
we  fhall  gain  nothing,  I  am  fure  ;  let  us  try  what 
a  little  mollification  will  do.  Son  Codling, 
keep  out  of  fight,  if  you  pleafe. 

Enter  the  Abbefs  and  Jenny. 

Abbefs.  This,  I  prefume,  is  the  perfon  you 
want. 

M)-s.  Min.  Yes,  Miftreis,  this  is  the  party, 
indeed. — So,  Jenny,  how  could  you  be  fo 
naughty,  child,  to  run  away  from  your  father 
and  me  ? 

Min.  Yes,  and  to  confort  with  a  parcel  of 
pap 

Mrs.  Min.  Peace,  Matthew !  there  be  good 
and  bad  of  all  forts,  as  they  fay. 

Min. 
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Min.  True  j  and  I  warrant  her  fhe'll  make 
choice  of  the  worft. 

Mrs.  Min.  We'll,  but,  come,  Matthew,  it  i$ 
never  joo  late  to  repent. 

Clack.  True,  filler;  and  I  dare  fay,  my  niece 
is  ready  to  return  back  with  us,  and  will  do 
every  thing  we  can  defire  her. 

Jenny.  I  am  fenfible  of  the  refpect  and  duty  t 
owe  to  my  parents — —  '^  ,• 

Mrs.  Min.  Very  well  faid,  child !  it  is  a  long 
lane  that  has  no  turning,  -j. 

Jenny.  And  fhall  always  be  ready  to  obey  their 
commands. 

Min.  Do  you  hear,  Miftrefs  ?  then  open  the 
doors,  and  let  her  come  out. 

Jenny.  Pardon  me,  Sir ;  that  cannot  be. 

Mm.  Why  not  ? 

Jenny.  Becaufe  a  much  more  important  duty- 
detains  me. 

. 

Min.  And  pray  what  pretty  duty  may  that  be  ? 

Jenny.  This  pious  and  reverend  lady  will  tell 
you. 

Min.  Come,  miftrefs,  let  us  have  it  then. 

Abbcfs.  Your  daughter,  fon,  by  a  miraculous 
operation,  has  had  her  eyes  opened  to  the  peri 
lous  paths  in  which  (he  was  ftraying. 

Min.  Yesj  yes,  (he  has  wandered  long  enough, 
to  be  fure. 

H 
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Abbejs.  And  has  begged  our  advice  to  direct 
her  in  the  right  road. 

Mm.  And  if  ihe  takes  it,  it  will  be  the  firft 
time  in  her  life. 

Abbejs.  Say  not  fo,  fon  j  you  are  too  rafh  in* 
^our  judgment. 

Min.  To  come  to  the  proof,  will  flie  marry 
the  young  man  we  have" provided  ? 
.  Abbejs.   She  has  provided  a  better  match  for" 
herfelf. 

Min.  The  devil  (he  has!  wha.t,  a 'prentice- 
boy  that  wants  two  years  to  be  out  of  his  time  ? 

Abbejs.  Son,  I  don't  comprehend  you. 

Min.  Dick  Drugget,  I  means  as  arrant  a 
fcape-grace 

Abbejs.  Son,  I  know  no'  fuch  perfon  as 
Drugget. 

Mm.  What,  he  has  chang'd  his  name,  I  fup- 
poie,  fmce  he  came  over !  like  enough. 

Abbejs.  Son,  we  err,  I  believe,  as  to  the  perfon ; 
the  fpoufe  your  daughter  wilhes  towed,  is  Saint 
Francis. 

Mm.  Saint  Francis !  who  the  devil  is  he  ? 
what,  has  ilie  pick'd  up  a  Frenchman  already? 
like  enough :  But  if  that  be  the  cafe,  Miftrefs, 
you  may  give  my  fervice  to  Mr.  Saint  Francis, 
and  tell  him  he  fhall  never  touch  a  (ingle  penny 
of  mine  as  long  as  he  lives. 

Abbejs, 
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Abbefs.  Saint  Francis  ftands  in  need  of  no 
fortune. 

Min.  He  is  fo  rich  ?  fo  much  the  better  for 
he.  And  you  may  over  and  above  tell  him, 
notwithftanding  fhe  looks  fo  demure,  that  he 
could  not  have  met  with  fuch  a  headftrong,  ob- 
ftinate,  peremptory  vixen,  if  he  had  fearched  all 
the  country  round. 

Abbefs.  Saint  Francis  will,  notwithftanding, 
cherilh  the  dear  child  in  his  bofom. 

Min.  Will  he?  then,  if  the  dear  child  don't 
kick  his  guts  out  in  lefs  than  a  month,  ihe  is 
confoundedly  altered!  But  come,  Miftrefsi 
mayhap,  we  may  find  friends  here,  although  we 
be  ftrangers :  We'll  lee  if  there  be  no  laws 
againft  kidnapping  other  folks'  children  away  ! 

Abbefs.  You  grov/  indecent,  fonj  we  muft 
leave  you. 

Min.  In  England  now  I  would  have  horpurs'd- 
corpus'd  her  out  of  your  hands  in  an  hour! 

Abbefs.  Daughter,  pay  your  reverence  to  your 

relations  !  [Jenny  curt/ies,  and  retires  from 

the  grate,  ivitb  the  Abbefs. 

Min.  An  hypocritical  flut !  And  harkee, 
Miftrefs !  before  I  goes,  I  will  tell  you  a  bit 
of  my  mind :  Notwithftanding  your  whining 
and  canting,  and  fanctified  looks,  I  don't  thinlc 
you  are  a  bit  better  than  you  fhould  be,  d'ye 

H  2  fee 
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ice  me ;  and,  if  the  truth  was  known,  you  arc 
little  better,  I  believe,  than  an  old  matchmak 
ing  bawd ! 

Mrs.  Min.  Matthew,  confider  where  you  are ! 
have  a  care  what  you  fay  ! 

Min.  Prithee,  woman,  be  quiet !  Lofers  have 
lea^e  to  fpeak  in  all  countries,  I  hope. 

Mrs.  Min.  And  of  what  ufe  is  your  fpeaking  ? 

Clack.  True,  fitter.  But  come ;  let  us  go  to 
Lady  Kitty,  as  the  friar  advifed  us ;  perhaps  {he 
may  put  us  in  a  way. 

Mr v-' Min.  Right,  filler.  Come,  Matthew, 
there  is  no  time  to  be  loft. 

Min.  Loft?  we  had  better  leave  her  to  her 
own  wicked  ways :  She  will  find  that  punilhment 
enough,  in  the  end. 

j^frs: Min.  But  (he  is  our  daughter,  Matthew, 
you  know ;  let  us  do  our  duty,  however. 

Min.  Well,  well !  Come,  fon  Codling  ! 

Codl.  I'll  follow  you,  father,  when  I  have  made 
an  obfervation  or  two,  to  put  into  neighbour 
lndex.'$  Tower. — "  The  clargyworr,cn  in  tjieie 
"  parrs  don't  ufe  any  linen ;  and  inftead  of  doing 
"  like  our'n,  they  wear  their  woollen  fmocks 
<f  over  the  reft  of  their  cloaths.  Nota  lene,  if 
"  they  can  catch  any  young  women  into  their 
"  clutches,  they  locks  them  up  in  dens  like  wild 
"  bea/lcfcs,  that  are  kept  in  the  Tower."  [£*<•;• 
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Scene,  a  Hotel. 

Enter  Mifs  Lydell  and  Hetty. 

Mijs  L.  Sure  never  >yas  fo  capricious  a 
being ! 

Hetty.  Not  of  the  fame  mind  two  minutes 
together  !  I  am  aftpnifhed,  Mifs,  how  you  are, 
able  to  bear  it. 

Mifs  L.  I  only  wait  for  a  fair  pccafion  to 
quit  her  ladyfiiip  j  fuch  a  one,  I  mean,  as  wquld 
juftify  me  to  my  friends. 

Hetty.  For  that,  Mifs,  you  can't  be  long  at 
a  lofs. 

tyifs  L.  Ah,  Hetty,  it.  is  impoftible  for  you 
to  guefs  at  the  half  of  her  art :  My  relations, 
feduced  by  her  frequent  profefiions,  trufred  me 
to  her  care,  expecting,  what  I  am  fatisfied  never 
v/ill  happen,  a  permanent  efla^lifhment  for  me 
J}y  means  of  her  favour. 

Hetty.  Why,  fu re,  Mifs,  Ihe  can't  for  fharri£ 
but  do  fomething  handforne  for  you,  after  hav 
ing  drag'd  you  in  her  train,  as  I  may  fay,  ahpoft 
over  the  world. 

F 

Mijs  L.  There,  Hetty,  is  the  fource  of  her 
prefent  behaviour  :  She  knows  what  fhe  has 
promifed,  and  \vants  to  force  me  to  fome  indif- 

creet 
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creet  act  of  impatience,  as  an  apology  for  the 
breach  of  her  faith. 

Hetty.  Ay  ?  is  flie  fo  cunning  as  that  ? 

Mifs  L.  For  at  the  fame  time  that  fhe  is 
teazing,  torturing,  and  loading  me  with  every 
mortification  in  private,  you  fee  with  what  par 
ticular  regard  and  attention  {he  affects  to  treat 
me  in  public. 

Hetty.  True  enough,  I  mull  own,  Mifs  j   ex 
actly  like  her  pretended  grief  for  Sir  John  :   She 
howls  and  cries  over  the  poor  boot,  for  all  the 
world  like  the  ftrange  creature  I  have  read  of. 
L.   Hufh,  Hetty  !  Ihe  is  here. 


Enter  Lady  Kitty  Crocodile. 

L.  Kitty.  In  clofe  committee,  I  fee  !  What 
mifchief  are  you  two  brewing  together  ?  —  I  am 
aftonifh'd,  Mifs  Lydell,  at  your  feducing  my 
fervants  ;  is  this  a  proper  return,  Mifs,  for  all 
the  obligations  you  owe  me  ? 

Mifs  L.  I  am  forry  your  ladylhip  fhould 
think  me  capable  -- 

L.  Kitty.  Capable  ?  —  Leave  the  room,  with 
your  inquifitive  impertinent  face  !  You  want 
fome  tale  to  run  tattling  with,  to  the  reft  of 
the  Crew.  [T0  Hetty. 

Hetty.  Creiv  ?  I  don't  underftand  what  your 
ladyfhip  means  by  the  crew  -,  tho'  we  are  fer 

vants* 
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vants,  we  may  be  as  good  Chriftians  as  other 
people,  I  hope ;   and  tho',  to  be  fure 

L.  Kitty.  Hold  your  infolent  tongue,  and 
quit  the  room,  when  I  bid  you  ! 

Hetty.  Crew  ? — With  all  my  heart  j  I  have 
no  objection  to  quitting  the  room,  nor  the 
houfe  neither,  for  the  matter  of  that.  Crew,  in 
deed  j  marry  come  up !  [Exit. 

L.  Kitty.  So,  Mifs  !  thefe  are  the  fruits  of 
yonr  little  hypocritical  plots  ;  thefe  leflbns  have 
been  taught  them  by  you. 

Mifs  L.  Me,  Madam  ?  Can  your  ladylhip 
fuppofe,  that  I  would  defcend  fo  low  as  to 

L.  Kitty.  Defcend,  Mifs  ?  I  don't  underftand 
you :  Pray,  in  what  refped  are  you  fo  much 
better  than  they  ?  Is  it  becaufe  I  have  per 
mitted  you  to  fit  at  my  table,  that  you  give 
y on rfe If  thefe  airs  of  importance  ?  Though  your 
father  was  parfon  of  the  parifh,  yet  I  hope  I 
was  not  obliged  at  his  death  to  provide  for  all 
his  beggarly  tribe. 

Mijs  L.  Madam,  I  never  prefuined 

L.  Kitty.  And  yet,  has  not  my  generofity 
been  extended  to  every  branch  ?  There  was. 
your  mother  i  did  not  I,  by  my  own  fingle  in- 
tereft,  get  her  into  the  Alms-Houfe  at  Bromley; 
where,  except  meat,  drink,  and  cloaths,  fhe  is 
amply  provided  with  every  thing  a  woman  of 
her  condition  can  want  ? 

Mifs  L. 
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Mifs  L.  I  never  denied • 

JL.  Kitty.  Was  not  your  brother  Tom,  Mifs$ 
made  a  guinea-pig  upon  my  recommendation  ? 

Mifs  L.  Granted*  Madam* 

L.  Kitty.  And  as  to  you,  did  not  I,  for  no 
reafon  that  I  know,  unlefs  indeed  that  you  are 
a  diftant  relation,  take  you  into  my  houfe,  put 
you  above  my  own  woman,  and  make  you  one 
of  my  maids  of  honour  at  once? 

Mifs  L.  I  hope,  Madam,  I  have  not  proved 
ungrateful. 

L.  Kiti'y.  No,  Mifs  ?  How  often  have  I 
caught  you  ogling  and  throwing  out  lures  to 
Sir  John  in  His  life-time  ? 

Mifs  L.  I  hope,  Madam*  Sir  John  never 
charged  me  with  any  defigns  of  that  nature. 

L.  Kitty.  No  i  there  was  your  fecurity,  Mifs  $ 
you  knew  he  was  too  generous  and  good  to  ex- 
pofe  your  infamous  arts;  but  you  could  not 
conceal  them  from  me  ! 

Mifs  L.  Nay,  for  Heaven's  fake,  Madam — • 

L.  Kitty.  In  Italy  too,  there  was  Prince  Pin- 
cofH  and  Cardinal  Grimfkyj  you  coilld  not 
help  throwing  out  your  traps  to  enfnare  them. 

Mifs  L.  Me,  Madam  ? 

L.  Kitty.  Yes,  you ;  what  elfc,  at  my  aflem- 
blies,  could  make  them  prefer  your  converfa- 
tion  to  mine  ?   I  hope  you  have  not  the  impu 
dence 
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dence  to  fuppofe,  that  your-  perfon  and  figure 
would  bear  any  comparifon. 

Mifs  L.  Madam,  I  never  prefumed 

L.  Kitty.  Befides,  Mifs,  you  know  I  never 
durft  carry  you  with" me  to  any  conference  I 
had  with  the  Pope,  for  fear  you  fhould  be  try 
ing  fome  of  your  coquetifh  airs  upon  him. 

Mifs  L.   Mercy  upon  me  ! 

L.  Kitty.  And  here  too,  Colonel  Crofby,  the 
only  decent  man  in  the  town,  when  I  was  iri 
Calais  before,  never  miffed  my  toilet  a  morn 
ing  j  but  now,  when  he  comes,  won't  tarry  a 
momentj  unlefs  indeed  when  you  are  in  waiting. 

Mifs  L.  I  am  fo  confufed  at  the  ftrange 
charges  your  ladylhip  brings,  that  I  proteft  I 
don't  know  what  anfwer  to  make ! 

L.  Kitty.  I  do  really  believe  you.  But  you 
fee,  Mifs,  all  your  little  contrivances  are  fully 
difcovered;  and  I  fhould  tell  you,  Mifs  Ly- 
dell,  that  you  are  the  moft  artificial,  cunning, 
hypocritical,  mifchievous  minx,  that  ever  I. 
met  with,  but  my  humanity  and  my  good 
breeding  prevents  me :  A  woman  of  quality 
fhould  never  lofe  fight  of  her  flation* 

Mifs  L.  Was  I  capable  of  but  half  the  crimes 

your  ladyihip  lays  to  my  charge,  I  fhoulddete$ 

myfflf  fyjl  as  much  as  your  ladyfhip  hates  me. 

But  I   can't  wifh,  Madam,  that  y9ur  ladyihip 

I  Ihould 
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fhould  keep  about  your  perfon  a  young  creature 
to  whom  you  have  been  pleafed  to  take  fuch 
an  averfion  :  Send  me,  therefore,  Madam,  to  my 
poor  mother;  her  age  and  infirmities  muft 
want  my  afliftance. 

L.  Kitty.  Who  hinders  you,  Mifs  ?  You 
may  go  when  you  pleafe. 

Mifs  L.  Your  ladyfhip  will  fend  with  me 
fome  perfon  of  confidence  ?  or,  at  leafl,  a  line 
to  my  mother,  intimating,  that  I  have  neither 
difhonoured  myfelf,  or  deferted  your  ladyfhip  ? 

L.  Kitty.  So  !  here  is  another  ftroke  of  your 
art!  You  want  to  perfuade  people,  that, 
through  caprice,  grown  tired  of  your  company, 
I  have  the  cruelty  to  throw  you  at  once  upon 
the  wide  world  :  No,  Mifs  !  that  won't  do  ;  you 
fliould  be  a  little  more  careful  to  cover  the 
hook. 


Serv.   Colonel  Crofby.  [Exit. 

Colonel.  I  hope  I  am  not  an  intruder.  —  Blefs 
me,  what  has  happened  ?  Mifs  Lydell  in 
tears  ! 

L.  Kitty.  Yes;  the  poor  child  has  juft  re 
ceived  a  letter  from  her  mother,  one  of  the 
beft  kind  of  women  that  ever  was  :  Dry  tip 
your  tears,  Lydia,  my  love  !—  You  fallen,  fulk- 
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ing,  flomachful  flut ! — Poor  Mrs.  Lydell  has 
but  very  bad  health,  Colonel  Crofby  j  and  the 
dear  girl,  who  is  "indeed  a  mod  affectionate 
dutiful  daughter — Go  up  to  your  room,  you 
pouting,  perverfe,  little  vixen — You  fee,  Co 
lonel  !  but  be  comforted,  Lydy,  my  dear ! 
though  you  fhould  lofe  your  mother,  you  may 
be  certain  of  finding  a  mother  in  me. 

Colonel.  I  hope,  Mifs,  there  is  no  immediate 
imminent  danger. 

L.  Kitty.  The  poor  child's  tender  nature, 
and  amiable  heart,  makes  her  dread  the  word 
that  can  happen. — What,  is  the  wench  petri-. 
fied  ?  move  off,  and  don't  ftand  fnivelingherc!-— 
She  wifhes,  Colonel,  to  withdraw  to  her  cham 
ber  :  But  don't  brood  over  your  forrows,  my 
love !  order  my  coach,  and  take  a  little  airing, 
my  dear ! — I  hope  it  will  overturn,  and  break 
every  bone  in  your  (kin.  [Exit  Lydia. 

Colonel.  How  amiable  in  your  lady  (hip  is  this 
attention  for  fo  defcrving  an  objecl ! 

L.  Kitty.  I  am  afraid,  Colonel,  you  will  think 
it  a  weaknefs :  Excefs  of  humanity  is  my  foible, 
I  know  ;  but  a  generous  mind,  fuch  as  yours, 
Colonel,  will  pardon  the  error. 

Colonel.  Error !  it  is  the  glory,  the  pride  of 
your  fcx ;  it  is  the  invincible  jEgis  of  Pallas^ 

t  muft  fubdue  every  heart  it  attacks  ! 

I  2  L.  Kitty. 
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L.  Kitty.  Sorrows  naturally  foften  the  mind  j 
and,  Heaven  knows,  I  have  had  a  plentiful  por 
tion.  The  dear  man,  whofe  refemblance  I  wear 
on  my  wrift 

Colonel.  For  Heaven's  fake,  madam 

L.  Kitty.  And  for  ever  will  wear — But  what 
neceflity  for  this  idle  delufion  ?  is  not  thy  fweet 
image  deeply  graved  in  my  heart  ? 

Colonel.  Indeed  your  ladyfliip  Ihould  not  give 
way  to  thefe  tranfports;  they  may  endanger 
your  health, 

L.  Kitty.  Look  here  !  Can  I  then  lament  him 
too  much  ? — But  thou  art  but  gone  before  me, 
my  love ! 

Colonel.  Let  me  refpect  the  facred  hour  of 
forrow,  nor  interrupt  it  by  ufelefs  confolation, 
and  impertinent  form  !  [£#;/. 

L.  Kitty.  A  fhort  fpace  will  unite  us,  never 
to  bear  the  torture  of  feparation  again  !  Oh, 
that  it  was  permitted  me,  with  my  own  hand 
tofhorten  the  time!  this  night,  the  arched  vault 
fhould  inclofe  us !  to  the  cold  chamber  of  death 
I  would  with  rapture  defcend 

Enter  Hetty. 

How  came  that  ill-bred  puppy  let  in,  without 

announcing  his  name  ? 
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Hetty.  I  fancy,  Madam,  the  Servants  were  out 
of  the  way. 

L.  Kitty.  That  is  always  the  cafe  !  Sure  never 
was  poor  lady  peftered  by  fuch  an  infamous  fet  \ 
But  jrou  all  know  and  take  advantage  of  my 
patient  and  mild  difpofition ! 

Hetty.  To  be  fure,  poor  dove  ! — There  are 
fome  English  people  below,  beg  to  have  the 
honour  of  feeing  your  ladyfliip. 

L.  Kitty.  Do  I  know  them  ? 

Hetty.  Mrs.  Clack  of  Pali-Mall,  with  two  or 
three  more. 

L.  Kitty.  Let  Mrs.  Clack  firft  be  admitted. 
Is  the  room  fit  to  receive  them  ? 

Hetty.  Would  your  ladyfliip  fee  her  in  the 
Chamber  of  Tears  ? 

L.  Kitty.  Where  elfe  ?  Light  the  candles,  and 
fhut  out  the  fun  !  [Exit  Hetty. 

This  part  that  I  play  begins  to  grow  hor 
ribly  tedious,  In  my  hufband's  lifetime,  in-! 
deed,  I  had  one  confolation  at  lead,  that  I 
could  always  make  him  pay  me  in  private 
for  the  good  humour  and  fondnefs  that  I 
laviihed  on  him  in  public :  But  now,  I  have 
no  other  refource  but  in  fervants  j  and  they  too 
at  times  are  rebellious.  Thefe  Englifli  crea 
tures  get  fuch  odd  notions  about  liberty  into 
their  heads !  I  fancy  th^  Turks  would  make 

gpod 
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good  domeftics  enough ;  but  then  the  brutes 
are  fo  tame  and  fubmifiive,  that  it  is  fcarce 
pofTible  to  teaze  and  torment  them  :  Now  the 
great  pleafure  of  power,  is  in  ruling  over  fenfi- 
ble  fubjefts,  who  wince  and  feel  the  yok«i$vhen 
it  galls  them. — Blefs  me  !  who  is  this  ? — Ye>, 
my  lord,  in  thy  tomb  all  my  wifhes  lie  bur • 

Enter  Hetty. 

Hetty.  The  room  is  ready,  my  lady. 

L.  Kitty.  I  wifti  the.  room  was  on  fire,  and 
you  in.  the  middle  on't !  plague  on  you!  I 
was  afraid  it  was  the  Colonel  come  back. 

'{Exeunt. 

' 


ACT 
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ACT  III. 

a/»  '\' 

Enter  Colonel  Orojby. 

Colonel. 

THERE  is  a  peculiarity  in  Mifs  Lydell's 
diflrefs  that  I  don't  quite  comprehend ; 
it  appears  to  arife  from  a  deeper  fource  than 
Lady  Kitty  derives  it.  I  wifh  I  could  fee  her 
Jadymip's  woman !  The  girl  feems  to  have 
caught  a  good  deal  of  the  manners  of  her  clafs 
.in  this  country  j  curious,  arch,  and  corrupt : 
With  a  proper  application,  there  will  be  no  dimv- 
culty,  I  fancy,  to  get  at  the  family-fee  rets. — 
Here  me  comes. 

Enter  Hetty. 

You  are  in  a  prodigious  hurry,  Mrs.  Hetty  ! 
Nothing  uncommon  has  happened,  I  hope  ? 

Hetty.  Uncommon?  no,  no,  Colonel j  our 
affairs  generally  keep  pretty  much  the  fame 
train  :  Hurry-fcurry  —  fending  —  recalling  — 
commanding — forbidding — Lord  have  mercy 
upon  me!  To  live  here,  one  mould  have  the  art 
of  the  Holloway-cheefecake-manj  and  be  in  a 
hundred  places  at  the  very  fame  time. 

Colonel. 
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Colonel.  She  feems  in  a  right  cue  for  my  pur- 
pofe. — You  are  upon  no  commifilon  at  prefent  ? 

Hetty.  Not  immediately;  but  I  muft  not  be  out 
of  the  way  ;  for  as  my  lady  is  deck'd  out  in 
her  difmals,  perhaps  fhe  may  take  a  fancy  to 
faint* 

Colonel.  Poor  lady !  Lady  Kitty  is,  indeed, 
a  moft  extraordinary  inftance  of  the  fincerity 
and  fervor  of  conjugal  love. 

Hetty.  Yes;  I  believe  there  are  very  few- 
women  can  match  her. 

Colonel.  And  Mils  Lydell  feems  to  have 
caught  the  infection.  How  long^  pray,  has  her 
mother  been  fo  exceedingly  ill  ? 

Hetty.   Whofe  mother  ? 

Colonel  Mils  Lydell's. 

Hetty.  I  never  heard  a  word  of  her  ficknefs. 

Colonel.  No!    becaufe,  my  lady  was 

Hetty.  Yes;  as  I  guefled :  This,  is  one  of 
her  tricks ;  fome  ftory  me  has  trump'd  up. 

Ccknel.  Indeed  ?— Oh,  Mrs.  Hetty  j  though 
it  is  not  ufual  in  this  country  to  give  vails,  I 
fuppofe  you  know  it  is  the  practice  to  pay  fome 
little  occafipnal  compliment,  for  the  good  offices 
of  thofe  whom  the  injuftice  of  Fortune  has 
placed  in  a  ftation  below  us. 

Hetty.  I  have  always  faid,  for  politenefs,  no 
nation  could  equal  the  French. 

Colonel. 
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Colonel.  You  will  permit  me  to  difcharge  this 
duty  in  part.  [Gives  her  money. 

Hetty.  One  may  fee  by  your  manner,  Colonel, 
where  you  have  pafled  the  greateft  part  of  your 
time. 

Colonel.  I  don't  know  any  body's  approbation 
I  am  more  ambitious  to  have. — But,  Mrs. 
Hetty ;  as  to  Mifs  Lydell ;  there  fcems  to  be  a 
fixed  melancholy  hang  on  her  brow. 

Hetty.  I  don't  wonder  at  it. 

Colonel.  But  even  now  I  furprized  her  in 
tears. 

Hetty.  Like  enough.  I  fuppofe  me  has  been 
under  the  lafh ;  my  lady  has  been>  as  ufual,  em 
ploying  her  talents  in  teazing. 

Colonel.  Talents  in  teazing  ? 

Hetty,  Yes  j  it  is  a  little  amufement  her  lady- 
fhip  takes  every  morning,,  juft  by  way  of  exer- 
cife,  between  breakfaft  and  dinner. 

Colonel.  Oh,  you  wrong  her  lady  (hip  :  Indeed, 
I  never  faw  flronger  proofs  of  delicate  and  ten 
der  affection. 

Hetty.  Ha,  ha !  how  eafily  you  men  are  irn* 
pofed  on  ! 

Colonel.  Nay,  bur,  my  dear  girl,  prithee  don't 
be  fo  giddy.  To  deal  ferioufly  with  you,  I 
can't  help  taking  a  warm  intercft  in  what  relates 
to  Mifs  Lydell. 
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Hetty.  Upon  my  word,  fhe  richly  defer ves  it. 

Colonel.  And  mould  be  forry  to  find  her  pre- 
fent  very  alarming  diftrefs  owing  to  any  indif- 
cretion  of  hers. 

Hetty.  On  that  head,  you  may  make  yourfelf 
perfectly  eafy. 

Colonel.  But  how  mall  we  be  able  to  account 
for— ^ 

Hetty.  In-  fhe  moft  natural  way  in  the  world. 

Colonel.  Will  you  be  kind  enough  to  lend 
your  afli (lance  ? 

Hetty.  With  all  the  plealure  in  life.  You 
can  be  fecret,  I  hope. 

Colonel.  You  will  find  me  a  man  of  honour 
in  every  refpect. 

Hetty.  In  one  inftance,  you  have  juft  given 
me  a  convincing  proof,  I  confefs.  Why  then, 
as  to  this  kdy  of  ours ;  in  hypocrify  me  would 
be  an  over-match  for  a  Methodifl. 

CoUr,sl.   Really? 

Hetty.  And  as  to  cruelty,  there  never  was  fo 
ingenious,  fo  refined  a  tormentor  :  The  Fathers 
of  the  Inquifuion  themfclves,  would  be  proud  to 
receive  initructions  from  her.  I  could  give  you 
iuch  a  hi  (lory 

Colonel.    Is  it  pofiible  ? 

Hetty.  This  room  is  too  public ;  befides, 
perhaps  her  ladyfhip  may  pop  in  and  furprize  us, 

for 
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for  (he  is  as  fufpicious  and  prying  as  a  <:uftom- 
houfe  officer.  Dare  you  venture  yourfelf  in  my 
room  for  a  moment  ? 

Colonel.  If  you  are  not  apprehenfive  of  dan 
ger,  I  muft,  Mifs  Hetty,  be  a  coward  indeed, 
if  I  - 

Hetty.  Oh,  as  to  my  own  part,  I  know  I  am 
fecure  ;  you  are  engaged  too  deeply  elfewhere.  • 

Colonel.   Me,  child  ? 

Hetty.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  Lord  have  mercy  !  how 
oddly  you  look  !  What,  d'ye  think  I  have  not 
found  you  out  before  this  ?  Nay,  for  the  matter 
of  that,  my  lady  knows  as  much  as  myfelf; 
and,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I  believe  that  was  the 
caufe  of  the  fcene  to  which  you  were  partly  a 
witnefs. 

Colonel.  Nay,  but,  child  - 

Hetty.  Hum  !    ftep  into  that  room  :    I  muft 
introduce   Mrs.  Clack,  the  Mantu^maker,  to 
an  audience  j  after  which,  I'U  be  with  you. 
>  [Exeunf. 


Kitty  dift-overed  in  deep  mourning  \  the  room 
bung  with  black  -,  a  lamp  on  the  table. 

L.  Kitty.  What  the  deuce  keeps  this  woman 

fo  long  ?   I  grow  mod  terribly  tired  of  my  atti 

tude  ;  but  to  this  creature  I  muft  keep  my  cha 

racter  up  :  She  is  an  abfolute  Gazette,  and  at 

K  2  her 
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her  return  will  publiih  me  in  every  part  of  the 
town. 

Enter  Hetty  and  Mrs.  Clack. 

Hetty.  There  you  fee  her  ladyfhip  fits ;  ab- 
forb'd  in  grief,  quite  abfent;  fhe  knows  nothing 
of  us. 

Clack.  Poor  dear  lady  ! 

Hetty.  I  will  endeavour  to  rouze  her  attention, 

L.  Kitty.  Gone,  loft,  for  ever  loft  ! 

Hetty.  Pleafe  your  ladyfhip  !   madam  ! 

L.  Kitty.  Why  will  you  teaze  me  to  fuftain  a 
tedious  life  ?  I  have  no  relifh  for  rich  wines,  or 
delicate  viands ;  the  bread  of  affliction  is  the 
beft  banquet  for  me. 

Clack.  And  that  is  but  coarfe  food,  Heaven 
knows. 

L.  Kitty.  Don't  I  hear  fome  other  voice  in 
the  room  ?  my  eyes  are  grown  fo  mifty  and 
dim 

Hetty.  With  crying! — Mrs.  Clack,  your  lady-o 
fliip's  rnantua-maker,    from  England,   to  pay 
her  duty;  and  de&res  your  ladyfliip's  commands 
for  that  country. 

L.  Kitty.  Let  her  approach. — How  d'ye  do, 
Mrs.  Clack  ? — Hetty,   child,  you  may  go   to 
your  dinner.— A  good  creatures  an  humble  kind 
of  friend,  Mrs.  Clack :    To  her  care  and  at 
tention 
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tention  I  think  myfelf  deeply  indebted ;  as  fhc 
will  find  when  they  open  my  will. 

Hetty.  For  Heaven's  fake!  your  ladyfhip 
makes  my  blood  run  cold  in  my  veins. 

L.  Kitty.  D'ye  think,  Hetty,  you  Hull  lament 
me  ? 

Hetty.  Can  your  ladylhip  doubt  it  ?  I  Ihould 
almoft  break  my  heart,  if  y?ourladyfliip  was  not 
to  leave  me  a  farthing. 

L.Kitty.  Should  you?  Kind  foul !— I  fhall 
try  the  experiment,  you  hypocritical  flut ! 

Hetty.  But  when  our  fuperiors  are  fo  con- 
fiderate  as  to  think  of  their  menials  in  their  laft 
moments,  to  be  fure  it  gives  poor  fervants 
greater  fpirits  to  cry  for  their  lofs. 

L.Kitty.  Doubtlefs.  You  may  go.  \_ExitHetty. 
Well,  Mrs'.  Clack,  you  find  me  vaftly  altered 
fince  the  death  of  Sir  John. 

Clack.  To  be  fure,  your  ladyfliip  is  fome- 
thing  changed  fince  the  day  I  had  the  honour  to 
try  on  your  Jadyfhip's  cloaths  for  your  ladyfhip's 
wedding. 

L.  Kitty.  True.  You,  I  think,  Mrs.  Clack, 
decked  me  out  like  another  Iphigenia,  to  be 
facrificed  at  the  temple  of  Hymen.  Don't 
you  recollect  the  tremors,  the  terrors,  that  in 
vaded  each  nerve,  on  that  folemn,  that  awful 
occafion  ?  You  muft  remember,  with  what  re- 

luftance 
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lu&ance  I  was  dragged   by  Sir  John   to   the 
3!  tar. 

Clack.  To  be  fure,  your  ladyfhip  fhewed  a 
becoming  coynefs  upon  the  occafion.  I  re 
member,  about  the  hour  of  bedding,  you  hid 
yourfelf  behind  the  bottle-rack  in  the  beer- 
cellar,  to  avoid  Sir  John ;  if  your  ladyfhip  had 
not  happened  to  have  coughed,  we  fhould  not 
have  found  you. 

L.  Kitty.  The  conflict  was  great :  But,  dear 
Mrs.  Clack,  what  could  I  do  ?  Troy  flood  a  fiegc 
For  only  ten  years  ;  now  fixteen  were  fully  ac- 
complifhed  before  I  was  compelled  to  furrender. 

Clack.  That  was  flanding  out  a  vaft  while, 
to  be  fure.  I  recollects,  what  added  to  your 
ladyfhip's  grief  was,  that  the  nuptials  fhould 
^appen  to  fall  out  in  the  middle  of  Lent. 

fj.  Kitty.  Dear  Clack,  you  renew  my  con- 
iufion  :  Little  did  I  think  ever  to  fully  that 
facred  feafon,  by  the  celebration  of  fuch  a 
fcflivity. 

Clack.  But  there  could  not  be  fo  much  harm 
in  the  matter  neither,  as  marriages,  your  lady 
fhip  knows,  are  all  fettled  above. 

L.  Kitty.  By  that  argument  I  was  induced  to 
furrender;  with,  however,  an  exprefsftipulation, 
that  all  connubial  intercourfe  fhould  be  fuf- 
pended  Wednefdays  and  Fridays. 

Clack. 
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Clack.  That  muft  have  been  a  vaft  denial  to 
both  parties,  no  doubt, 

L.Kitty.  How,  Mrs.  Clack !  you  wou'dn't  in- 
fmuate  that  I  was  prompted  to  the  connection 
by  any 

Clack.  Far  from  it,  my  lady  !  I  only  meant, 
that  it  muft  give  your  ladyfhip  pain  to  refufe 
Sir  John  any  favour;  for,  to  be  fure,  never 
was  any  lady  half  fo  happy  in  a  partner  as  you. 

L.  Kitty.  H<jw  irreparable  muft  then  be  my 
lofs  !  Yes,  Clack,  he  pofiefs'd  my  whole  heart, 
and  pofiefles  it  ftill :  My  waking  thoughts  are 
all  devoted  to  him ;  in  fleep  his  lov'd  image 
is  ever  before  me — ftarting  from  my  couch, 

"  I  cry  aloud;  he  hears  not  what  I  fay  : 

"  I  ftretch  my  empty  arms ;  he  glides  away  I" 

Clack.  Vaft  mournful  indeed !  But  I  fhould 
think  your  ladyfhip  might  find  out  a  cure. 

L.  Kitty.  Which  way  ? 

Clack.  Fill  your  empty  arms  w\th  fomething 
fubftantial,  and  I  warrant  'twill  frighten  the 
phantom. 

L.  Kitty.  Clack,  I  don't  comprehend * 

Clack.  I  only  recommends  to  your  lady- 
ihip  the  profcription  I  made  ufe  on  myfelf: 
There  was  my  firft  hufband,  fweet  Mr.  Snip, 
though  a  ftaymaker,  as  portly  a  pcrfon — I  really 

believes, 
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believes,  I  mould  have  followed  the  dear  foul 
to  his  grave,  hadn't  our  foreman,  Tom  Clack, 
ftep'd  in  to  confole  me-,  indeed,  the  match  was 
very  convenient,  as  he  had  done  all  my  hufband's 
bufmefs  during  the  time  of  his  ficknefs. 

L.  Kitty.  I  am  aftonim'd,  woman,  at  your 
prefumption.  Do  you  recollect  to  whom  you 
are  addrefling  this  language  ? 

Clack.  I  beg  pardon  !  But  I  thought  in  thefe 
matters  your  ladyfhip  was  like  the  reft  of  our 
fex ;  and  though  Sir  John 

L.  Kitty.  Peace  !  nor  let  your  unhallow'd  lips 
profane  the  dear  name  !   even  now,   his  facrecjk 
fhade  feems  to  upbraid  me  :  See  there  ! 

Clack.  There  ?  where  ?  I  fees  nothing,  I'm 
fure. 

L.  Kitty.  How  awful,  how   tremendous,   he" 
looks !  his  front  furrow'd,  for  the  firft  time, 
•with  a  frown  ! 

Clack.  Lord  blefs  me !  I  wifh  I  was  well  out 
of  the  houfe ! 

L.  Ketty.  But,  be  pacified,  dear  lord  of  my 
life ;  no  fecond  to  thee  mall  fucceed  : 

"  Firft  let  the  opening  earth  a  paflage  rend, 

"  And  let  me  thro'  the  dark  abyfs  defcend, 

"  Before  I  break  the  plighted  faith  I  gave  !  _ 

*{  Thou  hadft  my  vows,  and  (halt  for  ever  have ;    L 

"  For  whom  I  lo  v'd  on  earth  jl'll  worfhip  in  the  grave!"  3 

Clack. 
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Clack.  Never   ftir,    if  me   ben't   talking  of 
poetry  !  her  brain's  turn'd,  to  be  fure. 

L.  Kitty.  He  beckons !  lead  on,  my  lov'd 
lord  !  thy  fummons  I  with  rapture  obey.  His 
arms  encircle  me  round ;  and  now  together 
we  plunge  into  the  gulph  !  the  raging  billows 
furround  us !  now  they  rife  o'er  our  heads ! 
now  we  fink,  •  we  fink,  in  filence  together ! 
and,  oh — [falling.'}  Curfe  the  chair!  how  came 
I  to  mifs  it  ? 

Clack.  Mercy  upon  us !  help,  for  Heaven's 
fake,  help  !  What,  is  there  nobody  left  in  the 
houfe  ? 

Enter  Hetty. 

Lord,  Mrs.  Hetty,  I  am  glad  you  are  come ! 
My  poor  lady !  me  is  quite  gone,  I  am  afraid. 

Hetty.  On  the  ground !  in  one  of  her  fits,  I 
fuppofe. — No  doubt,  it  is  dreadful  to  you ;  but 
we  are  us'd  to  'em  every  day.  Step  and  call 
fome  more  Of  the — [Exit  Clack.'}  How  cameyour 
ladymip  to  fall  on  the  ground  ? 

L.  Kitty.  Where  the  deuce  have  you  been  ? 
that  old  fool  was  fo  frighted,  fhe  never  thought 
of  bringing  the  chair.  She  has  pinch'd  me  as 
black  as  a  coal. 

Hetty.  Would  your  ladymip  pleafe  to  recover 
now,  or  mall  I  fetch  in  the  hartlhorn  ? 

L  L.  Kitty. 
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L.  Kitty.  This  woman  is  an  ideot ;  fo  there 
is  no  occafion  at  prelent. 

Hetty.  Come  back,  Mrs.  Clack;  my  lady 
begins  to  revive, 

Re-enter  Mrs.  Clack. 

and  upon  thefe  occafions  fhe  wifhes  to  have  bnts 
few  people  by.  T'other  fide,  Mrs.  Clack.  So, 
fo,  fo  ! 

L.  Kitty.  Am  I  recall'd  to  hated  life  again  ? 

Hetty.  Your  ladyfhip  has  had  a  violent  ftrug- 
gle.  Nothing  more  than  ufual,  I  hope,  has 
happened. 

Clack.  I  believes  indeed  it  was  partly  my  fault: 
In  order  to  comfort  my  lady,  I  was  rafh  enough 
to  recommend  another  huf 

L.  Kitty.  Recal  not  the  derefted  idea,  unlefs 
you  wifh  to  fee  me  fink  again  at  your  feet  ! 

Clack.  I  beg  your  ladyship's  pardon  !  1  can't 
think  what  in  the  world  could  poffefs  me!  In- 
deed,  Lord  Harry  Hunt  widow,  hearing  that 
I  was  going  over,  did  defire  me  to  deliver  a 
ktter. 

L.  Kitty.  To  me  ?  prefumptuous  man  !  how 
dar'd  he  encourage  z  hope — Had  not  he  heard 
that  Don  Juan  de  Muftachio,  a  Spanifh  gran 
dee  of  the  very  firft  clafs,  had  laid  his  Golden 
Fleece  at  my  feet  ? 

Iletly. 
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Hetty.  True  enough. 

L.  Kitty.  Didn't  the  Palfgrave  of  Saltfplafli, 
a  fovereign  Prince  on  the  banks  of  the  Rhine, 
offer  to  (hare  his  power  with  me  ?  and,  after 
all,  to  fubmit  to  a  fubject! — This  Lord  Harry, 
Hetty,  is  an  abfolute  beggar:  Red-faced,  rab'- 
bet-back'd,  with  a  pair  of  legs  like  a  couple  of 
drumfticks.  . 

Hetty.  Marry  come  up,  my  fcurvy  companion! 

Clack.  As  ibcn  as  ever  I  return,  I  fhall  de 
liver  his  lord  (hip  his  letter. 

L.  Kitty.  Hold,  Chck  ;  let  it  lie  on  the  table. 

Clack.  Will  your  ladyfhip  deign  then  to  give 
it  a  reading  ? 

L.  Kitty.  By  no  means,  Mrs.  Clack.  Put 
it  amongft  the  other  papers,  Hetty,  which  in  a 
few  days  are  to  expire  in  the  flames. 

Hetty.  It  fhall,  Madam. 

L.  Kitty.  A  monthly  facrifice  I  offer  up,  Mrs. 
Clack,  before  the  dear  image  of  him  I  adore. 

Hetty.  We  fhall  have  a  fine  blaze  ;  for  this 
month  has  been  very  prolific. — My  lady's  ill- 
nefs  had  made  me  like  to  forget-,  your  relations^ 
JMrs.  Clack,  grow  impatient  without. 

L.  Kitty.   Who  are  they  ? 

Clack.  A  fitter  of  mine,  and  her  hu(band,  to 
beg  your  laciyfhip's  intereft  to  get  their  daughter 
put  of  a  convent. 

L  2  L.  Kitty. 


L.  Kitty.  A  convent !   how  got  fhe  there  ? 

Clack.  Run  away  from  her  parents,  with  a 
paltry  'prentice,  to  avoid  the  man  of  their  chufing ; 
and  purtends,  on  purpofe  to  plague  'em,that  fhe 
•wants  to  be  a  nun  •,  and,  what  is  worfer,  threatens 
to  turn  Papim  if  they  torment  her. 

L.  Kitty.  Of  what  ufe  can  I  be  ? 

"Clack.  If  your  ladyfhip  could  order  the  child 
to  be  deliver'd  back  to  her  parents 

L.  Kitty.  This  is  a  matter  of  weight,  Mrs. 
Clack,  and  muft  be  confidered  maturely :  I  am 
too  ill,  at  prefent,  to  admit  an  audience.  I 
fhall  defire  the  governor  to  direct  a  guard  to 
efcort  yoqr  niece  to  my  prefence-,  we  fhall 
then  fee  what  is  beft  to'  be  done.  Hetty,  let 
the  governor  know  my  defire.  But  this,  Mrs. 
Clack,  I  muft  tell  youj  if  the  girl's  converfion 
is  the  matter  in  queftion,  I  can  on  no  account 
interpofe  •,  the  fricndfhip  I  have  with  the  Pope 
ties  my  hands  where  the  Holy  See  is  concern'd. 

Clack.  Nothing  of  that,  believe  me,  my  lady. 

L.  Kitty.  But  don't  indulge  a  furmife,  which 
was  circulated,  even  at  P*ome  itfelf,  with  too 
much  fuccefs,  that  any  thing  fenfual  tainted  the 
intercourfe  between  the  reverend  Pontiff  and  me. 

Clack.  Heaven  forbid  that  I  fliould  think  of 
any  fuch  thing ! 

£.  Kitty.  Malice,  join'd  with  credulity,  gave 

rife 
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rife  to  the  fable  :  Sacred  fentiments,  that  fpring 
in  kindred  minds,  firft  began  and  cemented  the 
union.  Every  avenue,  but  what  friendihip  per 
mits,  is  guarded  by  thy  lov'd  image,  my  lord  ! 
thou,  who  art  the  alphabet,  the  beginning, 
the  ending,  the  very  Great  A  and  Z,  of  all  my 
tender  affections.  [Exit* 

Clack.  Poor  lady !  (he  is  in  a  piteous  plight ; 
for  all  the  world  like  Mrs.  Andromedy,  that 
one  fees  at  the  theatoc. 

Hetty.  Ay,  Mrs.  Clack;  to  all  widows  fhc 
is  indeed  a  mining  example. 

Clack.  True.  Why,  I  myfelf,  if  my  hufband 
had  left  me  in  circumftances  accordingly,  mould 
have  taken,  on  a  great  deal  more  than  I  did;  but 
folks,  who  have  their  living  to  get,  can't  afford 
to  cry,  you  know,  as  much  as  your  people  of 
fafhion ;  befides,  every  body  has  not  the  gift 
of  incontinence,  like  to  my  lady. 

Hetty.  True,  true.  But  you  had  better  ftep 
out  to  your  friends,  and  let  them  know  what 
meafures  my  lady  has  taken. 

Clack.  I  will,  I  will ;  they  will  be  impatient^ 
no  doubt.  [Exit. 

Hetty.  Colonel,  you  may  appear. 

Enter  Colonel. 

Well,  Sir,  after  what  you  have  feen  and  heard,  I 

all  your  doubts  are  rcmov'd. 

Colonel. 
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Colonel.  Perfectly  fatisfied  ;  a  new  edition  of 
the  Ephefian  Matron,  with  amazing  improve 
ments.  But  poor  Mifs  Lydell !  I  own  her  fitu- 
ation  diftrefTcs  me  greatly. 

Hetty.  The  damfel,  it  is  true,  is  in  terrible 
durance  :  Do  you  feel  yourfelf  knight-errant 
enough  to  fly  to  her  refcue  ? 

Colonel.  Would  the  lady,  d'ye  think,  accept 
of  my  fervice  ? 

Hetty.  It  is  but  a  poor  compliment  to  fuppofe 
that  fhe  wou'dnft  prefer  the  foft  bondage  of 
love,  to  the  galling  fetters  fhe  wears. 

Colonel,  Can  I  then,  Mrs.  Hetty,  hope  for 

nothing;  more  than  a  preference  ? 

j 

Hetty.  I  don't  think  myfelf  at  liberty,  Colo 
nel,  to  tell  you  all  that  I  know.  In  the  draw 
ing-room,  you  will  find  the  young  lady  alone  : 
As  you  gave  me  a  handfome  retainer,  I  have 
been  in  court  and  open'd  the  caufe  ;  do  you 
ipeak  to  the  merits ;  you  are  a  good  pleader, 
and  I  make  no  doubt  will  fucceed. 

Colonel.  I  will  go  and  labour  hard  for  a  verdict. 

Hetty.  You  will  find  the  court  inclined  to 
y^u'r  fuit.  But,  Colonel,  you  have  no  objec 
tions,  when  you  have  delivered  the  damfej,  to 
break  the  chains  of  her  confidante  too  ? 

Cclonel.  The   romance   would    be    irregular 

fife.  [&V- 

Hetty.  So !  her  ladymip's  power  drav/s  towards 

a  period  j 
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a  period ;  me  muft  provide  new  fubjects,  at 
leaft.  She  fuppofed  the  hopes  from  her  WilV 
would  fecure  me;  but  the  day  is  toodiftant  •,  be- 
fides,  I  know  her  too  well  to  have  any  reliance — 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Blefs  me,  Mrs.  Hetty,  what  can  be  the 
matter  ?  Here  is  a  file  of  mufqueteers  coming 
into  the  houfe. 

Hetty.  The  girl,  I  fuppofe,  from  the  convent. 
A  new  whim  of  my  lady's :  I  will  go  to  them  •,  you 
have  nothing  to  fear.  [Exeunt. 

Scene  changes  to  another  Apartment. 

Enter  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Minnikin,  and  Codling. 

Mrs.  Min.  Now,  fon  Codling,  boldly  put  in 
your  claim.  We  will  fupport  you,  I  warrant. 

Enter  Mrs.  Clack. 

Well,  fitter,  what  news  from  my  lady  ? 

Clack.  Small  hopes,  I  am  afraid :  The  gen 
tlewoman  herfelf  is  in  a  defperate  taking ;  but 
Jenny  will  be  forth-coming,  however.  I  fancy 
here  me  is,  by  the  noiie  on  the  flairs. 

Enter  Lapelle. 

Lap.  Servititre,  Mwfieurs  and  Me/dames! — 
Why,  what  the  deuce  is  the  matter  ?  There  is 

youF 
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your  daughter  below,  furrounded  by  a  troop  of 
foldaSy  as  the  French  call  them. — Here  ftie  is. 

Enter  Jenny  andjoldiers. 

'Mrs.  Min.  So,  Jenny  !  You  fee  what  you 
have  brought  yourfelf  to,  to  be  made  a  mow  on 
in  the  ftreets,  guarded  like  a 

Jenny.  I  am  not  the  firft,  Madam,  who  has 
fuffered  for  the  fake  of  Religion. 

Mrs.  Min.  Religion  ?  Rebellion,  you  hypo 
critical  Qut ! 

Jenny.  Can  I  give  a  ftronger  proof  of  my 
fmcerity,  than  in  quitting  a  life  of  affluence  and 
cafe,  to  embrace  poverty,  fading,  and  pennnce  ? 

Min.  Not  one  of  the  three,  but  thec 
wouldft  run  twenty  miles  to  avoid !  No,  no, 
Jenny,  that's  all  a  pretence ;  it  is  not  poverty, 
but  fomething  elfe,  you  want  to  embrace. 

Lap.  Hold,  Monfieur  Minnikin  !  You  are  a 
little  too  hafty :  Jeunes  flies t  as  the  French  fay, 
are  not  to  be  treated  fo  roughly ;  fuffer  me  to 
parle  un  pew.  Is  it  true,  Madfimoifclle,  won  amy 
Codling,  becaufe  you  are  amorew  of  fomebody 
clfe 

Jenny.  My  duty,  Sir,  directs  me  not  to  con* 
tradilb  what  a  father  affirms. 

Min.  Yes,  yes,  you  are  plaguy  dutiful  all 
of  a  fudden ! 

Clack. 
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Clack.  Hum!  Here  comes  my  lady;  leave 
the  matter  to  her. 

Enter  Lady  Kitty  and  Hetty. 

L.  Kitty.  Hetty,  order  the  guards  to  with 
draw.  [Exe.  <SW.] — Which  are  the  parties? 
and  what  their  caufe  of  complaint  ? 

Mi*.  Why,  pleafe  your  ladyfhip,  our  bufinefs 
is  this  :  That  young  flut  that  ftands  there,  who, 
between  ourfelves,  for  all  Her  fan&ified  looks — 

L.  Kitty.  Honeit  friend,  you  are  too  familiar 
and  loud. 

Lap.  Hum,  Matt !  and  let  me  open  the  mat 
ter. — Mate  Minnikin,  my  lady,  an  honed  £#r- 
goife^  that  Jives  dans  the  cite,  won't  fet  fire  to 
the  Thames,  though  he  lives  near  the  Bridge  •,  a 
namefake,  but  no  relation  to  Mr.  Mat-Cbavel — • 
-JLt^Kitty.,  You  too  are  pretty  forward,  I 
think  !  And,  pray,  Sirj  who  and  what  may  you 
be? 

Lap.  Per  vous  fervice,  as  the  French  fayj  my 
name  is  Lapelle ;  by  diftraftion,  a  Frenchman, 
though  a  native  of  Londre-,  my  purdeceflbrs 
were  mefugeesj  and  came  over  after  the  revolu 
tion  of  the  edict  of  Nantz.  Don't  you  think, 
my  lady,  there  is  a  quelque  cbofe  in  my  manner, 
a  fomething,  that  fpeaks  me  fprung  from  the 
French  ? 

M  L.  Kitty. 
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L.  Kitty.   Rather  more  relative  in  your  mo- 
defty,  Mr.  Lapclle. 

Lap.   Powteter^  my  lady. 

L.  Kitty.   But  let  this  honed  man  tell  his  own 
ftory  j  he  feems  very  able. 

Lap.   With  all  my  heart ;  de  tout  men  cur,  as 
the  French  fay. — Come,  Matthew  !  a  lens  ! 

Min.  Why,  I  fay,  my  lady,  as  I  was  faying, 
that  girl  there 

Lap.  Pardy  affes  Jbenteel;  and,  for  an  Englilh 
face,  a  pretty  jolly  vifage  enough. 

L.  Kitty.  Peace,  Sir  ! 

Lap.  My  lady,  pardunn  ! 

Min.  Rather,  I  fay,  than  marry  this  honeft 
neighbour  of  ours,  as  reputable  a  tradef 

Lap.  Ceft  vrais -,  Monfieur  Codling  lives  in 
beattcope  de  credit. 

L.  Kitty.  Nobody  called  on  you  as  a  voucher. 

Lap.   Affurement^  my  lady. 

Min.  She  has  run  away  along  with  our  'pren 
tice;  but  as  we  followed  pretty  clofe  at  their 
heels,  not  having  time  to  complete  their  project, 
Hie'  has  taken  refuge  here  in  a  convent;  and 
fays,  moreover,  if  we  perfifts,  fhe  will  promil- 
culoufly  turn  Papifli  and  Nun. 

Lap.  Pour  a  Papifli,  powteter\  but  four  la 
nun,  pardonncz  moil  my  lady,  que  dities  vous .? 

L.Kitty.    Will  nobody   filencc  this  imperti 
nent 
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nent  jackanapes  ? — Well,  child,  you  hear  what 
your  father  alleges. 

"Jenny.  May  I  crave  your  ladyfhip's  private 
ear  for  a  moment  ? 

L.  Kitty.  Withdraw  ;  not  out  of  the  room. 
— Well,  child;  what  are  the  objections  to  the 
man  your  parents  have  chofen  ? 

Jenny.  Two  as  ftrong  ones  as  any  mortal  can 
have  :  I  hate  him,  and  I  love  another. 

L.  Kitty.  Pretty  frank,  I  mutt  own. — And 
as  to  the  change  of  religion 

Jenny.  A  mere  fercb,  to  keep  out  of  their 
hands, 

/..  Kitty.  You  have  no  hopes  that  your  parents 
will  yield  ? 

Jenny.  Mother,  perhaps,  might  comply  ;  but 
no  mule  is  fo  headitrong  as  father. 

L.  Kitty.  And  you,  I  fuppofe,  are  as  deter- 
min'd  as  he  ? 

Jemy.  Never  once  gave  up  a  point  in  my  life. 

L,.  Kitty,  I  dare  fay.  But,  if  they  were  to 
defire  you  to  marry  the  'prentice 

Jenny.  They  would  find  me  a  dutiful  daughter. 

L.  Kitty.  Then  you  have  no  objection  to  obey 
their  commands,  when  they  happen  to  contain 
the  very  things  that  you  wilh  ? 

Jenny.  Not  in  the  lead. 

L.  Kitty.  And  after  having  produced,  and  at 
M  2  their 
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their  own  expence  trained  and  fuftained  yous 
you  would  flill  fuffer  them,  I  dare  fay,  to  fup~ 
port  and  protect  you  ? 

Jenny.  As  in  duty  they  are  bound. 

L.  Kitty.  And  they  might  direct  you,  pro 
vided  you  govern'd  them  ? 

Jenny.  In  every  refpeet. 

L.  Kitty.  Well  faid,  my  little  American  !  you 
would  be  an  heroine,  child,  on  the  other  fide 
the  Atlantic.  Why,  in  your  cafe,  Mils  Jenny, 
I  don't  fee  what  we  can  do :  There  is,  indeed, 
one  -expedient,  if  you  find  you  have  courage 
enough  to  perform  it. 

Jenny.  I  fhall  not  flinch,  my  lady,  when  it 
comes  to  the  pufh. 

£.  Kitty.  There  are,  my  dear,  two  men  who 
folicit  your  hand  -,  one  favoured  by  you,  the 
ether  your  father  approves,. 

Jenny.  My  fituation  exadtly. 

L*  Kitty.  Suppofe  then,  by  way  of  recon 
ciling  all  parties,  you  were  to  marry  'em  both  ? 

Jenny.  The  happieft  thought  in  the  world  1 
\  wonder  it  never  came' into  my  head. —  But, 
I  am  afraid,  my  lady,  we  have  not  dignity 
$nough  to  do  fuch  a  thing  as  this  without  danger. 

L.  Kitty.  We  vyill  confider  of  this  at  our, 
leifure. — How  fhould  you  like  living  with  me 
in  this  town  ? 

Jenny. 


A    TRIP    TO    CALAIS.     85 

'Jenny.  Of  all  things  upon  earth. 

L.  Kitty.  We  will  fee  what  can  be  done.— 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Minnikin,  I  have  been  founding 
your  daughter  •,  a  little  time  and  fome  propef 
perfuafions,  may  induce  her  to  comply  with 
your  wifhes. 

Mrs.  Mm.  We  are  highly  indebted  to  you? 
ladyfhip's  goodnefs  ! 

L,.  Kitty.  One  of  my  maids  of  honour  is  re 
turning  to  England  •,  I  {hall  have  no  obje&ioa 
to  promoting  Mrs.  Clack's  niece  to  the  place. 

Cfak.  Brother  Minnikin !— We  (hall  be  bound 
to  pray  for  your  ladyfhip. 

L.  Kitty.  Here  Lydia-  comes,  and  the  Colonel 
clofe  with-  her ! 

Enter  Colonel  and  Lydia. 

.        r         •'    <          *  '•> 

Lydia,  my  dear,  though  with  the  greateft  re 
gret,  yet  the  dcfign  is  fo  laudable,  I  content 
that  you  may  return  to  your  mother ;  tliefe 
h.oneft  people,  my  love,  will  conduct  you  with 
care. 

Colonel.  My  Lydia,  Madam,  will  not  want 
their  afiiftance. 

L.  Kitty.  Colonel  ?  I  don't  underftand  you. 

Colonel.  That  honour  I  propofe  having 
myfelf. 

Z/.  Kitty.  How,  Colonel ! — Shall  I  crave  3 

word  i 
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word  ?   I  hope    you  have  no  bad  defigns  on 
the  girl. 

Colonel.  None  but  fuch  as  I  hope  her  friends 
will  approve  ? 

L.  Kitty.  Is  it  poflible  you  can  be  in  earneft  ? 

Colonel.  What  mould  make  your  ladyfhip 
doubt  it  ? 

L.  Kitty.  Indeed  ?  Nay,  if  that  be  the  cafe, 
it  would  be  criminal  in  me  to  conceal  a  fecret 
in  which  your  honour  is  concerned :  Thofe 
tears,  which  my  humanity  made  me  attribute 
to  her  filial  fears  for  her  mother,  flow'd  from  a 
more  ignoble  fource. 

Colonel.  How,  Madam  ! 

L.  Kitty.  A  love,  perhaps,  for  one  of  my 
menials.  How  far  it  proceeded,  I  fha'n't  take 
upon  me  to  fay  •,  but,  to  avoid  fcandal,  I  found 
myfelf  obliged  to  difcard  him. 

Colonel.  Ha,  ha  !  what  a  happy  invention  ! 

L.  Kitty.  I  don't  underftand  you. 

Colonel.  Why,  to  deal  with  your  ladyfnip 
plainly,  your  addrefs  is  ill  employ'd  upon  me  : 
I  own  it  confummate ;  but  I  have  been  a  con- 
ceal'd  witnefs  to  fome  of  your  arts,  and  mail 
hardly  be  impoied  on  again.  Come,  Mifs  Ly- 
dia;  you  will  take  leave  of  her  ladymip:  Herpaft 
favours  may  foon  be  acknowledg'd. 

L.  Kitty.  Is  this  true,  Lydia  ? 

Mifs  L. 
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Mifs  L.  Your  ladyfhip's  approbation,  on  an 
event  fo  honourable  and  advantageous  for  me, 

D 

I  make  no  doubt  of  obtaining. 

L.  Kitty.  Is  it  pofiible  that  you  can  quit  my 
protection,  and  throw  yourfelf  into  the  arm* 
of  a  renegade  ? 

Colonel.  How,  Madam ! 

L.  Kitty.  Was  not  your  father  a  rebel  ? 

Colonel.  True,  Madam. 

L.  Kitty.  And  a'n't  you  an  officer  in  the  fer-> 
vice  of  France  ? 

Colonel.  I  was,  Madam-,  but  my  prefent 
royal  matter,  who  is  above  the  narrow  preju* 
dice  of  puniming  the  principles  of  parents  in 
their  unfortunate  offspring,  has  accepted  my 
lervice,  and  reilored  my  family  to  the  rights  of 
their  country.  For  that  fpot  I  mail  embark 
in  the  morning;  leaving  your  ladyfliip  to  la 
ment  the  lofs  of  a  fubjedt  to  exercife  your  mif- 
chief  and  malice  upon  j  which  I  fancy  you  wil! 
more  heavily  mifs,  notwithftanding  your  weeds, 
than  the  poor  knight  who  was  happy,  though 
even  by  death,  to  efcape  from  fo  unfeeling  a 
tyrant  ! 

L.  Kitty.  Barbarous,  inhuman  monfter !  how 
dare  you  recal  the  memory  of  the  dear — had 
he  lived,  thus  to  fee  me  infulced — but  that 
could  not  have  been  •>  Thou  wouldil  never  have 

borne 
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borne  it,  my  love! — but  I  am  rightly  punifh'dj 
for  fuflfering  even  a  thought  to  be  diverted  from 
thee  ! — Hetty,  lead  to  my  clofet,  there  to  com- 
pofe  my  ruffled 

Hetty.  Pleafe  your  ladyfhip,  I  muft  beg  to 
be  excus'd  •,  I  am  engag'd  to  take  on  with  Mils 
Lydy. 

L.  Kitty.  Is  it  fo  ?  well,  well !  You  will  fol 
low  me  with  your  niece.  You  fee  in  me,  Mrs. 
Clack,  another  Darius,  deferted  at  my  utmoft 
need,  by  thofe  my  former  bounty  fed.  But, 
what  have  I  to  do  with  mankind  ?  all  my  wifhes 
and  wants  lie  beyond  them  !  I  defire  no  com* 
panion  but  thee : 

"  Whilft  on  thy  form  I  fix  my  eager  eyes, 

"  The  world  I  laugh  at,  anil  its  threats  defpife."  [Exit* 

Colonel.  The  world  will  be  even  with  your 
ladylhip,  or  I  am  greatly  miftaken. — Come, 
my  love,  it  is  time  to  prepare  for  our  voyage. 

Lap.  You  are  bound,  Colonel,  for  dngleterre* 
as  the  French  call  it  ? 

Colonel.  By  the  very  firft  (hip. 

Lap.  I  wonder  that  you,  who  have  refided 
fo  long  in  France,  can  bear  the  thoughts  of 
living  at  London. 

Colonel.  It  is  that  very  circumftance  that  will 
give  it  an  additional  relifli :  And  believe  this, 

matter 
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Matter  Lapellc,  as  a  truth  j  no  man  ever  yet 
deferted  his  country,  unlefs  he  had  previoufly 
been  by  that  country  deferted. 

Lap.  Commong  can  that  be  ?  permittc  moi  to 
laugh,  as  they  fay :  You  fee  how  this  town  is 
crouded  with  Anglois. 

Colonel.  Too  true,  I  confefs;  and  parti 
cularly,  Matter  Lapelle,  by  thofe  of  your  buli- 
nefs  ;  who,  at  the  fame  time  that  they  are  ex 
claiming  in  every  paper  againft  the  importation 
of  French  manufactures,  have  engrofs'd  almoft 
the  whole  of  that  part  of  the  fmuggling  trade  to 
themfelves.  I  dare  fay,  you  are  at  prefent  fur- 
nifli'd  with  a  pretty  good  cargo. 

Lap.  To  oblige  ibme  my  lors,  who  are  my 
particular  friends,  1  can't  fay 

Coionel.  Nay,  be  cautious  how  you  truft  me 
with  your  fecrets  !  there  may  be  fome  danger. — 
Come,  Mils  j  in  this  houfe  we  have  nothing  fur 
ther  to  do. 

Mifs  L.  I  can't  fay,  but  I  feel  fome  concern 
for  the  young.victim  Lady  Kitty  has  juft  got 
into  her  power. 

Hetty.  You  may  difcard  your  fears  about  her! 
unlels  I  am  miftaken,  they  are  very  properly 
niatch'd,  and  will  prove  a  mutual  plague  to 
each  other.  But,  mould  it  be  otherwife,  there 
ieems  to  be  a  kind  of  dramatic  juftice  in  the 

N  change 
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change  of  your  two  fituarions  :  You,  Mils,  are 
rewarded  for  yoijr  p..tienf  fuffcrings,  by  the  pro- 
teflon  of  a  man  of  honour  and  virtue  ;  whilft 
fiier  rebellious  to  the  mild  dictates  of  parental 
fway,  is  fubjected  to  the  galling  yoke  of  a  capri 
cious  and  wb.imfical  tyrant  J 
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CRITICS,  whene'er  I  write,  in  every  fcene 
Difcover  meanings  that  I  never  mean  : 
Whatever  character  I  bring  to  view, 
I  am  the  father  of  the  child,  'tis  true, 
But  every  babe  his  chrifl'ning  owes  to  you. 
«*  The  comic  poet's  eye,"  with  humorous  air, 
Glancing  from  Watling-Street  to  Grofvenor-Square, 
He  bodies  forth  a  light  ideal  train, 
And  turns  to  mape  the  phantoms  of  his  brain  ; 
Meanwhile,  your  fancy  takes  more  partial  aim, 
"  And  gives  to  airy  nothing  place  and  name." 

A  limner  once,  in  want  of  work,  went  down 
To  try  his  fortune  in  a  country  town  ; 
The  waggon,  loaded  with  his  goods,  convey'd 
To  the  fame  fpotjiis  whole  dead  flock  in  trade  j 
Originals,  and  copies — ready  made. 
To  the  new  painter  all  the  country  came  ; 
Lord,  lady,  doclor,  lawyer,  fquire,  and  dame, 
The  humble  curate,  and  the  curate's  wife, 
All  aik  a  likenefs — taken  from  the  life. 
Behold  the  canvas  on  the  eafcl  {land  i 
A  pallet  grac'd  his  thumb,  and  bruflies  fill'd  his  handi 
But,  ah  1  the  painter's  (kill  they  little  knew, 
Nor  by  what  curious  rules  of  art  he  drew. 
The  waggon-load  unpack'd,  his  ancient  (lore  ~ 

Furnifli'd  for  each  a  face  drawn  long  before  5  C 

God,  dame,  or  hero  of  the  days  of  rore.  J 

The 
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The  Cxfnrs,  with  a  little  alteration, 

Were  turn'd  into  the  mayor  and  corporation  ; 

To  reprefent  the  rector  and  the  dean, 

He  added  wigs  and  bands  to  prince  Eugene  ; 

The  ladies,  blooming  all,  deriv'd  their  faces 

From  Charles  the  Second's  beauties^  and  the  Graces. 

Thus  done,  and  circled  in  a  fplendid  frame, 
His  works  adorn'd  each  rdorri,  and  fpread  his  fame. 
The  country  Men  of  Tafte  admire  and  flare, 
"  My  lady's  leer  !   Sir  John's  majeftic  air  ! 
"  Mifs  Dimple's  languifh  too  !   extremely  like  ! 
"  And  in  the  ftile  and  manner  of  Vandyke  !- 
*'  Oh  !  this  new  limner's  pictures  always  ftrike. 
"  Old,  young,  fat,  lean,  dark,  fair,  or  big  or  little, 
"  The  very  man  or  woman  to  a  tittle  !" 

Foote  and  this  limner  in  fome  points  agree; 
And  thus,  good  Sirs,  you  often  deal  by  Me. 
When,  by  the  royal  licence  and  protection, 
I  mew  my  fmall  academy's  collection, 
The  connoiileur  takes  out  his  glafs,  to  pry 
Into  each  picture  with  a  curious  eye  j 
Turns  topfy-turvy  my  whole  compofition, 
And  makes  mere  portraits  all  my  exhibition. 

From  various  forms  Apelles  Venus  drew : 
So  from  the  million  do  I  copy  you. 
<c  But  ftill  the  copy's  fo  exact,"  you  fay  : 
Alas !   the  fame  thing  happens  every  day  ! 
How  many  a  modifli,  well-drefs'd  fop  you  meet,- 
Exactly  fuits  his  mape  in  Monmouth-Street. 
In  Yorkihire  warehoufes  and  Cranbourn-Alley, 
*Tis  wonderful  how  (hoes  and  feet  will  tally  ! 
As  honeft  Crifpin  underftands  his  trade, 
On  the  true  human  fcale  his  lafts  are  made  j 
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The  meafure  of  each  fex  and  age  to  hit, 
And  every  (hoe,  as  if  befpoke,  will  fit. 

My  warehoufe,  thus,  for  Nature's  walks,  fupplies 
Shoes  for  all  ranks,  and  lafts  of  every  fize. 
Sit  ftill  and  try  'em,  Sirs  ;   I  long  to  pleafe  you  : 
How  weil  they  fit !   I  hope  you  find  'em  eafy  ! 
If  the  fhoe  pinches,  fwear  you  cannot  bear  it; 
J3utj  if  well  made,  I  wifh  you  health  to  wear  it ! 
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I. 


firft  variation  from  the  Trip  to  Calais  is  by 
the  following'infertion,  after  Tromfort's  fpeecb 
ending,  "  for  he  is  ver  fond  of  de  fea,"  ^.9.] 

,  tfromfott. 

SOME  littel  time  pad,  ve  vas  have  an-' 
oder  gentleman  of  de  fame  kind  in  dis 
town  :  He  vas  a  grand  auterc  •,  diable, 
a  man  of  great  deal  of  vit,  beauwup 
d1  ejprit. 

Ay? 

Q  fwmf. 
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Tromf.  Oh,  <z«//  he  vas  write  de  pretty  para 
graph  in  de  Gazette,  vat  you  call  your  news 
paper  ?  by  gar,  he  lay  about  him  like  le  diable! 
i'ofrVpoff,  po£F!  he  make  all  de  my  lors,  ay,  and 
•ny  ladies  too,  fnake  in1  dere  two  fhoe. 

Dick.  What  brought  him  here  ? 

fromf.  He  vas  dome  over  here  vid  my  lady 
Deborah  Dripping. 

Jenny.  Is  her  ladyfhijj  here  ? 

Tromf.  No  j  me  vas^  go  to  Italy  to  vifit  de  Pope. 

Dick.  And  leave  the  Dodtor  behind  ? 

^romf.  You  know  he  vas  Proteilaht  Pretre  : 
Not  but  he  vas  vcr  polite,  and  offered  to  turn 
Vapift,  to  vait  on  de  lady. 

Dick.  That  v*as  very  complaifunt  of  the  Doctor. 
Where  is  he  new  ? 

tfromf.  He  is  gone  governeur  to  fhew  dis  coun 
try  to  a  chevafeer  A/iglois,  an  Englifk  knight,  f 
tiink  dey  eal'l,  Sir  Harry  ^e  Hamper. 

[The  Dialogue  then  proceeds  without  any  varia 
tion  to  p.  22  ;  •ybcrcy  bijlead  of  the  entrance  of 
J.npelle,  Gingham^  and  La  Jeuneffe^-  the 
^  and  con  eluded  ^  as  follows.  ~\ 


Airs.  Mi*.  Blcfs  me,  what  a  rumbling  is  that  f 

Re'-  enter  Codling. 

CcdL    I  fancy,  an  old  neighbour  of  yours> 
that  has  juft  drove  into  the  yard. 
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A/in.  Who  can  it  be? 

Codl.  Matter  Hamper,  that  kept  the  great  tea- 
fhop  at  the  corner  of  Cornhill ;  you  remembci 
him  ? 

Min.  What  (hould  ail  me  ?  many  a  tiff  have 
we  taken  at  Mother  Red-Cap's,  in  our  Sujiday- 
jiights'  walks  up  to  Hampflead. 

Mrs.  Mm.  Ay,  but,  Matt,  times  are  altered 
with  him  now:  Since  the  death  of  his  brother, 
he  is  become  a  knight  banneret,  and  perhaps  may 
chufe  to  forget  his  old  friends. 

Min.  Ay,  ay,  like  enough.  Upon  his  coming 
to  his  means,  he  grew  too  proud  to  live  in  the 
City  ;  fo  fhut  up  mop,  and  I  ha'n't  got  fight  of 
him  fince.  Son  Codling,  doft  know  what  brought 

w*  D 

him  here  ? 

Clack.  Sir  Harry  Hamper  !  is  he  here  ?  I 
(hall  be  happy  to  fee  him  ;  I  had  the  honour  to 
furnifh  him  with  fome  tern-bore  waiil.coats  when 
he  fet  out  on  his  tower. 

Mm.  Tower !  what  a  deuce  could  provoke 
him  to  leave  home  ? 

Clack.  Wanted  tc  fee  the  world,  I  fuppofe. 

Min.  See  the  world?  what,  juft  as  he  is  going 
out  on't  ? 

Clack.  And  to  qualify  him  for  the  honour  of 
a  young  lady  of  quality's  hand,  that  lives  in  our 
Square,  to  whom  he  paid  his  addrefles  j  but  flic 
nfiils  upon  his  polidiing  a  little. 

O  %  id™* 
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Min.  A  young  lady  ?  what,  Harry  Hamper  ? 
founds,  why,  he  is  ten  years  older  than  I  am  ! 
on  the  wrong  fide  of  feventy,  I'll  be  upon  oath. 

Clack.  Ay,  that  is  as  you  reckon  him  j  but  he 
dates  his  birth  from  the  day  of  his  fucceeding 
to  the  family  honours. 

Mrs.  Min.  About  five  years  ago. 

Min.  He  is  not  far  from  the  mark ;  once  a 
man,  and  twice  a  child ! 

Coal.  To  my  thinking,  thefe  mounfeers  have 
disfigured  him  ftrangely  ;  if  it  had  not  been  for 
Peter  Packthread,  his  old  fhopman,  whom  he 
keeps  as  his  valet  dp  fham,  I  mould  never*havo 
known  him. 

Min.  I  reckon  he  is  as  proud  as  Old  Nick. 

Coal.  I  can't  fay  much  as  to  that.  Peter  fays 
that  his  mailer  has  not  pick'd  up  much  of  their 
Jingo,  fo  his  fpeech  is  pretty  much  as  it  was  j  he 
talks  to  every  body,  runs  from  one  thing  to 
t'other,  and  rattles  av/ay  at  his  old  rate,  I  can 
tell  you. 

Mrs.  Min..  But  how  does  he  manage  to  call 
for  fuch  things  as  he  warns  ? 

Cotjl.  He  pick'd  up  a  clargyman,  as  he  pafs'd 
thro'  this  town,  and  carried  him  with  him,  as  his 
gravelling  tutcrer.  Oh,  here  he  is. 
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Enter  Sir  Harry  Hamper,  Peter  Packthread,  Dr. 
Viper 3  and  Two  Pojlillion$. 

Sir  H.  Come,  come  !  come  along,  Doctor  ! 
Peter,  give  the  poftillions  thirty  foufes  a-piece. 

Peter.  'Tis  put  down,  they  are  to  have  but 
five,  in  the  book. 

Sir  H.  No  matter ;  it  will  let  them  know  we 
are  fomebody,  Peter. 

Peter.  What  fign locations  that  ?  ten  to  one, 
we  (hall  never  fee  them  ajiain. 

o 

Sir  H.  Do  as  you  are  bid  !  [Peter pays  the  Pojl, 

Peter.  There  !  Pox  take  'em,  lee  how  they 
grin  !  ay,  ay,  I  dare  be  fworn  you  ha'n't  fccn  fuch 
a  fum  this  many  a  day. 

ift  Pojl.  Serviteur  !  bonne  voyage,  Mcnfieur 
my  lor  !  \Exeunt  Poft. 

Sir  H.  There,  there,  Peter !  my  lord  !  I  have 
purcnafed  a  title  for  ten-pence ;  that  is  dog-cheap, 
or  the  devil's  TflTj 

Peter.  Nay,  in  that  refpect,  the  folks  here 
make  but  little  difference  between  their  dogs 
and  your  worfhip,  I  think  ;  for  every  mangy  cur 
I  have  met  with,  is  either  prince,  or  my  lord,  or 
marquis. 

Clack.  I  am  happy  to  fee  your  honour  in  France. 

SirH.  What,  tMrs.  Clack  !  and  Matter  Minni- 
kin  and  wife,  as  I  live  !  How  fares  it,  my  old 
City  friends  ? 

Min. 


102     T  H  E      C  A  P  U  C  H  I  K. 

Mia.  Thank  you,  thank  y*)u,  Sir  Harry  ! 
What,  you  have  been  the  grand  tower,  I  fuppofe. 

Sir  ff.  Ay,  Matt :  What's  money  without 
manners  ?  I  have  enough  of  the  firft,  to  be  fure  -, 
and  I  wanted  to  fee  if  1  could  not  pick  up  3. 
little  of  the  lad. 

Clack.  And  how  does  your  honour  like  France  ? 

Sir  H.  Only  the  firft  fpot  in  the  world,  Mrs. 
Clack :  For  eating,  drinking,  laughing,  and 
loving,  vive  la  France!  hey,  Domine  ? 

Mrs.  Min.  Eating  !  fure  your  honour  does 
not  think  their  wi&uals  are  better  than  our'n. 

SirH.  Wictuals !  Lord  help  your  road-beef 
and  plumb-pudding  foul !  why,  there  are  no  fuel} 
things  in  the  country. 

Min.  No  !  I  have  heard,  indeed,  they  had  nop 
over  much  plenty  -,  but  I  didn't  think  the  poor 
creatures  were  ib  bad  off  as  that. 

Sir  H.  What,  becaufe  a  whole  family  does  not 
get  round  a  fir-loin  of  beef,  or  a  faddle  of  mutton, 
and  devour  it  like  a  kennel  of  hounds  !  Can  there 
be  any  thing  ib  favage,  as  to  eat  up  fheep  an4 
oxen  like  a  parcel  of  cannibals :  I  wonder  they 
don't  drefs  them  in  their  lleece  and  their  hides ; 
hey,  Domine  ! 

Viper.  Doubtlefs,  Sir  Harry,  the  French  ele 
gance  would  never  be  able  to  digeft  fuch  grofs 
animal  food  in  its  natural  form  ;  he  therefore  is 
the  beft  cook  with  them  who  can  difguifc  it  the  bed. 

Mrs* 
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Mrs.  Min.  Indeed  ? 

Sir  II.  To  be  fifre.  Why,  except  a  fide  difli 
of  ftcw'd  fnails,  or  fome  fricafeed  frogs,  I  haven't 
known  the  name  of  any  thing  I  have  tafted  imce 
I  came  over. 

Min.  Lord  have  mercy  upon  us  ! — And 
as  to  Jove,  Sir  Harry,  1  fhould  think  that  was- 
pretty  near  over  with  you. 

Sir  H.  Domine,  did  you  e?er  hear  fuch  a 
blockhtad  !— Why,  fool,  it  was  my  own  faulty 
Or  I  might  have  gone  into  keeping. 

Min.   Into  keeping  ?  you  ? 

Sir  H.  Me  F  aik  Domine  only.  What  wal 
the  name  of  the  duchefs  ? 

Piper.  What  fignifies  aammg  of  otie  ?  there 
was  not  a  day,  that  I  didn't  receive  feveral 
cornmiffions  of  a  fifmikr  natuFe, 

Airs.  Min.  Indeed  ? 

Sir  II.  Domine  Viper  received  the  letters, 
and  us'd  tCr  read  'em  to  me  in  Enplifln. 

D 

Viper.  They  at  laft  became  fo  exceeding!/ 
troubtefome/  that  I  was  obiig'd  to  recommend 
to  Sir  Harry  the  entertaining  an  Opera  girl,  in 
order  to  convince  them  that  they  had  mfftaken 
their  ma"*-,  and  that  fo  far  from  receiving,  vre 
were  able  to  pay. 

Sir  H.  And  fo  he  got  meMa'demoifelle  Mouche, 
a  fweet  lovely  fyrcn  •,  and  the  little  rogue  was  fo 

cxct  {lively 
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exceffively  fond,  Domine  Viper  thinks  Die  will 
hardly  lurvive  my  departure. 

Mitt.  Wonderful  ! 

Sir  H.  Fell  into  'ftericks  at  my  going  off  iri 
thechayi  didn't  me?  fo  I  left  Domine  to  confole 
her  a  little ;  but  you  found  the  way  to  make 
her  eafy  at  laft. 

Viper.  A  difficult  job. 

Sir  H.  I  had  fome  thoughts  of  carrying  her 
over  to  England,  and  taking  a  box  for  her  at 
the  Opera  during  the  feafon  j  but  I  thought  it 
might  give  offence  in  a  certain  quarter  that  you 
know,  Mrs.  Clack. 

Clack.  There  might  have  been  fome  danger 
in  that, 

Sir  //.^Otherwife,  Mademoifelle,  the  Doclofj 
and  I,  fhould  have  made  a  fweet  tete-a-tete  on 
the  road. 

Min.  I  reckon  me  muft  a'  coft  you  a  power 
of  money. 

Sir  H.  Coft  ?  that's  always  uppermoft  in  a 
citizen's  mouth :  Not  a  farthing,  you  fool  !  I 
am  fure,  me  would  have  quitted  me,  if  I  had 
but  made  her  the  offer.  Domine  ! 

Viper.  Oh !  mere  pafiion  j  not  an  ideaofynterefh 

Sir  H.  Domine  heard,  indeed,  by  accident, 
fhe  had  contracted  fome  debts  to  fupport  her 
relations,  for  me  is  the  bell  creature  on  earth  } 

and 
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and  wanted  vaftly  to  have  a  fmall  iervice  of  platc$ 
and  fomc  ear-rings. 

Mrs.  Min.  Which  you  gave  her,  I  reckon  ? 

Sir H.  Not  I:  I  was  oblig'd  to  get  Domine  to 
manage  the  bufmefs.  Had  (he  had  the  leaft 
fufpicion  of  me,  there  would  have  been  the 
devil  to  pay  ;  we  mould  have  all  been  off  in 
an  inftant. 

Mrs.  Min.  The  Doctor  has,  I  find,  been  very 
ufeful  to  you,  Sir  Harry. 

Sir  H.   Could    have   done   nothing   without 

w 

him  :  Not  a  week  ago,  he  got  me  out  of  a 
devilifh  fcrape. 

Min.  How  ? 

Sir  H.  Got  to  picquet  with  a  count,  a  great 
man  of  the  Doctor's  acquaintance;  I  can't 
fay,  I  know  much  of  the  game ;  but  what  of 
that  ?  one  wouldn't  appear  ignorant  amonglt 
the  French,  y_ou  know,  for  the  honour  of 
England. 

Clack.  Oh  fy  !  by  no  means. 

Sir  //.  Egod,  the  count  gave  me  a  trimming ; 
loft  a  devilifh  deal  more  than  I  had  in  the 
country  j  but  Domine  made  it  up  for  me.j 
among  his  acquaintance,  upon  my  only  giving 
my  note. 

Mrs.  Min.  All  one  as -if  you  had  been  in 
London  ? 

P  Sir 
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Sir  H.  The  very  fame  thing. 

Clack.  And  pray,  your  honour,  what  news  is 
ftirring  in  France  ? 

SirH.  foujours  gay,  as  they  fay,  Mrs.  Clack. 

Clack.  I  reckon  there  be  powers  of  our 
Country  folks  there. 

Sir  H.  I  fuppofe  fo  ;  for  I  faw  a  good  many 
aukward  people,  as  they  fay,  a  la  bowlivards,  and 
at  the  ColofTus ;  but  I  chofe  to  avoid  them. 

Mm.  Why  fo  ?  I  fhould  have  been  ready  to 
leap  out  of  my  fkin  at  the  fight  of  a  countryman 
in  foreign  parts. 

SirH.  Like  enough,  Matthew;  but  you  are 
a  burgoisy  as  you  know ;  but  the  Doctor  fays, 
that  un  humm  de  quality ,  when  he  voyages,  ought 
to  fhun  les  Anglois. 

Clack.  I  hope  you  left  the  royal  family  all  in 
good  health. 

Sir  H.  Yes ;  Mr.  le  Roi,  as  the  French  fay, 
looked  pretty  jolly  and  well ;  I  faw  him  in  one 
of  the  glafs-cafes  at  church,  and  was  afterwards 
at  his  grand  couvert,  as  they  call  it;  his  majefty 
looked  at  me  very  hard :  Domine  thinks  he  was 
fcruck  with  my  figure. 

Viper.  I  overheard  him  whifper  as  much  to 
the  Duke  de  Tremouille. 

Clack.  How  long  was  your  honour  coming 
from  Paris  ? 

Sir 
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Sir  H.  Two  days  and  a  night. 

Clack.  Are  the  accommodations  good  on  th« 
road? 

SirH.  Their  cbevauxcs,  their  horfes,  as  the 
French  call  'em,  arn't  quite  fo  nimble  as  our'n ; 
but  then,  to  make  amends,  like  the  French,  I 
cowrir  the  poft  without  flopping ;  unlefs,  indeed, 
to  take  a  (light  repas  of  jambunn  or  a  hamlet. 

Clack.  The  country's  vaft  pleafant,  I  reckon. 

SirH.  La-la:  Their  country-folks,  their 
pheafantSy  as  the  French  call  'em,  don't  feem 
quite  fo  tidy  as  our'n  :  but  they  don't  look  upon 
them  there  creatures  in  France ;  mere  hogs, 
cowjhons,  as  they  fay. 

Mrs.  Min.  Why,  fure  they  be  Chriftians,  as 
well  as 

Sir  H.  Chriftians  ?  why,  fo  may  all  the  world, 
if  they  like  it  j  but  it  a'n't  in  every  body's  power 
to  be  a  gentleman  born :  Hey,  Domine  Viper? 

Viper.  True,  true,  Sir  Harry.  The  laws  of 
fubordination  are  too  much  neglected  in  Eng 
land;  all  is  mere  anarchy  there;  it  muft  be 
owned,  France  is  the  only  fpot  for  a  gentleman. 

Sir  H.  True.  Why,  a  gentleman  born  may 
kill  a  common  fellow  in  Paris,  for  lefs  money 
than  it  would  coft  an  unqualified  man  in  Eng 
land  to  fhoot  a  hare  or  a  partridge. 

yiper.  Right,  Baronet:  Poor  rogues  are  fo 
P  2  plenty 
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plenty  in  Paris,  there  is  no  danger  of  deftroying 
the  game. 

Sir  II.  Well  faid,  Domine  Viper  !— But, 
Madam  Clack,  what  makes  all  your  family 
here  ?  Like  me,  come  over  to  be  polilh'd,  I 
reckon. 

Mix.  Not  we  •,  we  be  contented,  Sir  Harry, 
to  rub  on  in  our  ruft.  You  remember  our 
daughter  Jenny  ? 

Sir  //.  Vaftly  well ;  and  (he  promis'd  to  turn 
out  a  deviljfti  fine  girl ! 

Mix.  Pretty  well,  as  to  that. 

Sir  H.  What,  I  fuppofe  you  have  brought 
her  here,  juft  to  fafhion  her-,  give  her  the 
gout. 

Min.  No,  no  •,  'tis  a  freak  of  her  own :  Run 
away  with  our  'prentice,  to  avoid  neighbour 
Codling. 

Sir  H.   A  girl  of  fpirit,  however  ! 

Enter  La  Jeuneffe. 
La  Jeu.   Monfieur,  on  aftrvie. 
Sir  PL   What  does  he  fay,  Domine  Viper  ? 
Viper.  The  dinner's  on  the  table,  Sir  Harry. 
Sir  H.    Oh,  oh  ! — Domine !  it   wouldn't   be 
decent,  as  them  there  people  are  but  tradesfolks, 
you  know,  to  afk  them  to  dinner  ? 

Viper.    Why,    yes,    you    may    venture,    Sir 

Harry  : 
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Harry :  It  is  not  minded  in  London ;  and  this 
town  is  little  better  than  an  Englifli  colony. 

Sir  H.  True,  true. — Come,  good  people ;  .as 
we  are  all  country  folks,  fuppofe  we  fit  down  to 
table  together  ? 

Mm.  By  all  manner  of  means. 

Sir  H.  Domine,  you  will  efcort  Mrs.  Min- 
nikin  ?  Mrs.  Clack,  will  you  accept  of  my 
krafs  ?  [Exeunt. 


ACT 
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II. 


fame  in  the  Trip  to  Calais,  to  p.  43,  where 
O'Donnovan's  fpeecb  was  altered,  and  tbejcene 
jinified,  in  the  following  manner.] 

G'Dqn.  So  now,  as  I  was  a-telling,  if  you 
can  get  any  frind  to  fpeak  to  the  governor, 
why,  if  they  take  it  into  their  heads  to  reftore 
her  to  you,  you  may  chance  to  have  your  daugh 
ter  again. 

Min.  True,  reverend  Sir.  But,  before  we 
trouble  any  body,  we  will  firft  try  what  we  can 
do  at  the  convent  ourfelves. 

O'Don.  By  all  mains.  And,  d'ye  hear,  you 
need  not  mention  any  thing  about  the  purlej 
you  understand  me  ? 

Clack.  Your  reverence  need  not  fear  us. 

O'Dcn.  Nay,  it  is  upon  account  of  yourfelves 
that  I  fpeak;  becaafe  one'scharity  fhould  be  pri 
vate,  you  know;  therefore,  to  make  publication 
would  take  away  moft  of  the  merit.  If  you 
fail,  1  will  itep  to  the  convent,  and  fee  what 
can  be  done. 

Mrs.  Min.  Very  kind,  reverend  Sir.  Then, 
we  will  go  after  the  girl  to  the  convent  directly. 

Clack. 
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Clack.  But  take  care  what  you  fay !  you  fee 
what  a  hobble  we  had  like  to  have  got  into. 

Mrs.  Min.  Never  fear ;  I  know  how  to  be 
have  myfclf.  [Exeunt. 

O'Don.  It  was  an  odd  freak  of  St.  Francis 
to  forbid  us  touching  of  money-,  unlefs,  indeed, 
his  firft  followers  were  a  parcel  of  pickpockets, 
and  he  thought  of  this  method  to  break  them. 
But,  however,  as  the  hereticks  are  gone,  and 
there  is  no  danger  of  giving  offince,  by  St. 
Francis's  lave  I  will  examine  the  contents  of 
this  purfe.  Stay  !  who  have  we  here  ? 

[Draws  back* 

Enter  Viper. 

Viper.  The  wind  is  veering,  and  when  it 
comes  fair,  my  old  knight  within  will  be  for 
hying  homewards  by  the  very  firft  fhip.  Let 
me  fee :  Can  I  hit  on  no  fcheme  to  give  him 
one  little  fqueeze  more  ?  To  be  fure,  what  with 
tailors,  traifeurs,  toymen,  the  girl,  and  the 
gaming-table,  my  trip  to  Paris  has  turn'd  out 
pretty  well.  One  fmart  parting  blow  I  mould 
be  glad  to 

O' Don.  Save  you,  good  Sir! 

Viper.  Damn  thefe  bare-footed  beggars !  a 
fet  of  lazy,  lubberly — You  may  as  well  fhift  your 
ground,  father;  you  will  get  nothing  from  me. 

O'Don. 
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O'Don.  Be  it  ever  fo  little!  we  have  no 
thing  but  the  benevolence  of  good  Chriftian 
peo — Hey  !  fure  it  can't  be !  by  my  fhoul,  but 
it  is ! — What,  Doctor  Viper  !  who  expected  to 
fee  you  at  Calais  ? 

Viper.  Pray,  honeft  friend,  when  did  our  ac 
quaintance  commence  ? 

O'Don.  It  is  not  a  very  long  (landing.  Come^ 
do  make  your  memory  a  bit,  Doctor,  and  you 
will  foon  recollect  me. 

Viper.  It  will  be  to  no  purpofe. 

O'Don.  I  warrant.  Surely, my  dear, when  you 
were  the  doer  of  the  Scandalous  Chronicle,  was 
not  I  death-hunter  to  the  very  fame  paper  ? 

Viper.  Hey !  why,  you  can't  be  Phelim 
O'Flam  ! 

O'Don.  Not  now;  but  I  was  about  twilve 
months  ago. 

Viper.  What  could  induce  you  to  turn  Ca 
puchin  ? 

O'Don.  A  few  murders. 

Viper.  Murders  ? 

O 'Don.  Yes  ;  in  order  to  pay  off  my  lodging,! 
kill'd  a  couple  of  dozen  of  people,  that  ftap- 
pen'd  to  be  alive  and  in  good  health  ;  fo  the 
printer  would  employ  me  no  longer. 

Viper.  I  told  you,  O'Flam,  what  would  hap 
pen  i  why,  you  became  a  perfect  Drawcanfir ; 

put 
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|DUt  more  people  to  death  than  any  three  phyli- 
cians  in  London. 

O'Don.  What  then,  Doctor  Viper?  Jure, 
your  poifonous  pen  did  more  mifchief  than  me  i 
My  dead  men  walk'd  about  afterwards,  and  did 
their  bufinefs  as  if  nothing  had  happen'd ;  whilft 
the  ftabs  made  on  peoples'  good  names,  by 
your  rancour  and  malice,  will  admit  of  no  con- 
folation. 

Viper.  How  is  this  ? 

0' Don.  In  fhort,  my  dear  Doctor,  the  only 
difference  between  us  is  this  •,  my  dead  men  arc 
all  alive,  and  your  live  men  had  much  better  be 
dead. 

Viper.  Do  you  know,  firrah,  to  whom  you  are 
fpeaking? 

O'Don.  You  may  fay  that;  from  the  top  to: 
the  bottom,  every  chink  and  cranny,  my  dear. 

Viper.  Pay  jjien.  proper  refpect  LO  my  cloth. 

O'Don.  What,  d'ye  mane  it  13  a  prieft  that 
you  are  ? . 

Viper.  Without  doubt. 

O' Don.  Then,  upon  my  fhoul,  it  mud  be  of 
your  own  ordination,  like  Mr.  Melchizedeckr. 
A  privft  ?  I'll  wager  my  frock  againft  the  price 
of  a  mafs,  that  you  can't  tell  how  many  the 
thirty-nine  articles  are. 
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per.  An  impudent,  audacious 

O' Don.  A  pridt  ?  What,  becaafe  you 
parifh-clerk  to'tlie  Moravian  mceting-houfe  in 
the  Old-Jewry,  and  us'd  to  fnufil"  out  their 
bawdy  hymns  to  the  tune  of  beattly  ballads 
and  jiszgs  ?  from  thence  you  got  expell'd  for 
fobbing  the  poors'  box-1— — 
Viper,  Me  ? 

O'Don.  Then  you  became  advertifeinent-ftickff 
to  lottery-offices,  auctioneers,  ftage-coaches,  and 
mountebank-doctors  j  but  being1  detected  in  fell 
ing  the  bills  for  waite  paper  to  grocers,  you  get 
your  difmifFal,  you  know — s — 
Fipcr.   Kafcal !   I  know  ? 
(j'Don.  After  that  you  furn'd  fwindler,  and 
got  out  of  gaol  by  an  act  for  the  relief  of  inibl^ 
vent  debtors. 

Piper.  Many  honeft  men  have  been  in  thfc 
fr.mr:  tituation. 

O*Dcn.  LaVe  hbnefty  our,  if  you  plaafe. 
Then  you  became  doer  of  the  Scandalor.s 
Chronicle-,  mow'd  down  reputairons  like  muck; 
pufli'd  yourfelf  into-  the  pay  of  lady  Deborah 
Dripping,  produced  anonymous  paragraphs 
li^rifi:  her  of  your  own  competition,  and  got 
paid  by  her  for  not  putting  them  into  your 
paper. 
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Viper.  Where  the  devil  could  the  fellow  coi- 
k.5t  all  this  (lory  ? 

O 'Don.  Now  from  here,  I  fuppofe,  you  will 
foon  return  home  as  a  fugitive,  and  pay  your 
old  debts  by  a  new  aft  of  parliament. 

Viper.  Well  bur,  Mr.  O'Ham 

O'Don.  O'  Donnovan,  if  you  plaafe.  So  you 
fee,  Doctor  Viper,  you  are  pretty  well  known  -, 
and  all  your  friends  and  acquaintance  fhall  foon 
know  you  as  well  as  me  in  this  town. 

Viper.  The  cievil  !  well,  but,  my  dear  friend, 
what  can  be  the  meaning  of  this  ?   why  mould 
We  two  quarrel  ? 
.    O'Don.  Whofe  fault  was  it,  Doctor,  I  pray  ? 

Viper.  Fault  ?  nobody's  fault :  I  was  a  little 
fbrgeiful ;  th#t  is  all.  What !  we  have  been 
connected  before  ;  and  why  fhou'dn't  we  now  ? 
ours  is  a  natural  alliance  ^  we  are  poor  dogs,  and 
rich  men  are  our  game. 

O'Don.  For  the  matter  of  that,  I  have.no 
objection  to  hunting  in  couples. 

Viper.  Tlut  is  right.  Come,  let  us  in,  and 
drown  all  auimoGty  in  a  bottle  of  Burgundy., 

O'Dcn.  I  will  wait  upon  y.ou  at  nigh.t ;  but  I 
have  a  little  bit  of  bufinefs  at  prefent, 

Viper.  Of  what  kind  ? 

O '  Don.  To  get  a  girl  out  of  a  convent,  and  re- 
£ore  her  to  her  frinds  and  relations. 
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riper.  A  girl  ? 

Q'Don.  Ay,  the  daughter  of  them  there  Eng- 

lifli  within. 

Piper.  Is  the  girl  handibme  ? 

O'Don.  I  don't  know  that,   but  {he's  young. 

Viper.  That  will  go  a  good  way.  And  fled 
from  her  friends  ? 

O'Don.  Wit£  a  lover,  they  fay. 

Viper.  Gad,  a  thought  is  juft  pop'd  into  my 
head,  that,  I  fancy,  will  yield  us  both  a  good 
deal  of  profit. 

O'Don.  Of  what  kind  ? 

Viper.  I  will  inform  you  within.  But  where 
•were  you  bound  ? 

0'  Don.  To  the  convent. 

Yiper.  Sufpend  your  vifit'  a  while.  Come 
•with  me  \  I  mud  introduce  you  to  a  friend  of 
mine  in  the  houfc.  But,  I  hope  this  greafy 
garb  has  not  tainted  your  mind  with  any  coy- 
r.efs  or  qualms. 

Q' Don.  Not  a  bit;  it  is  a  convanient  drefs 
when  one  can't  get  any  other:  It  fuits  well  with 
the  cold  of  a  winter  diftrefs-,  but  when  the  fun 
and  fummer  of  plenty  returns,  \  ihall  filed  my 
coat  like  a  colt. 

"  When  the  devil  was  ill,  the  devil  a  monk  would  be; 

<;  When  the  devil  was  well,  the  devil  a  monk  was 

h^.''  [Exeunt. 

Wn 
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Jcenes  at  the  Convent  fucceeded,  as  in  the 
Trip  to  Calais  -,  and  the  A51  ended  'with  no  other 
variation  than  the  f allowing  f mall  alteration  in 
Mrs,  Clack's  Jpeech,  p.  52.  Me  Third  Aft 
was  all  new.~\ 

Clack.  True,  filter.  But  come;  let  us  go 
|to  THE  GOVERNOR,  as  the  friar  advifed  us;  per- 
fiaps  HE  may  put  us  in  a  way. 


• 


ACT 
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ACT  III. 

O'Donnayan,  Sir  Harry  Hamper,  and  Viper,  at  a 

table  with  wine  and  glaffes. 

Viper. 

WHAT,  then,  you  know  her,  Sir  Harry  ? 
SirH.  From  a  child  j  and  a  Tweet  little 
rofe-bud  fhe  was !  by  this  time,  Ih.e  is  in  full 
bloom,  no  doubt. 

Viper.  You  feem  to  exprefs  yourfelf  with 
fome  ardor  and  warmth,  as  if  you  felt  a  fancy 
for  this  fine  delicate  flower. 

SirH.  Pho,  pho  !  what  chance  have  J  to  get 
the  pofieflion  ? 

Viper.  I  don't  know  that ;  a  little  contrivance, 
and  the  help  of  a  friend,  have  brought  more 
unlikely  matters  to  bear. 

Sir  II.  Why,  Domine,  if  you  would  lend  your 
affiftance,  there  might  be  fome  hopes,  I  confefs. 

Viper.  Of  me,  Sir  Harry,  you  are  always 
fecure :  But  in  my  old  friend  here,  you  will 
find  a  more  able  aflittant. 

O'Don.  You  are  plaafed  to  compliment,  dear 
.Dcftqr  Viper.  Unlefs  you  are  greatly  fill  lei) 
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for  turning  bachelors  into  hufbands,  huf- 
bands  into  cuckolds,  and  maids  into  miftrefies, 
there  was  nor  a  better  pra<5titioner  within  the 
bills  of  mortality. 

Viper.  My  dear  monk,  a  truce  to  your  com 
pliments. 

O'Dcm.  Oh,  the  dlvil  a  bit  of  a  compliment ! 

Viper.  Well,  well,  you  are  always  too  kind 
to  your  friends :  But,  upon  this  occafion,  your 
knowledge  of  this  country 

O'f>on.  That,  indade — >— 

Viper.  And,  above  all,  the  Virtues  of  thas 
frock,  will  (land  us  in  excellent  (lead. 

O'Don.  Why,  to  fay  truth,  I  know  but  little 
tile  it  is  good  for. 

Viper.  Well,  fhall  we  have  its  afiiftance  ? 

O'Dw.  You  may  fay  that. 

Viper.  If  this  fcheme  fucceeds,-  knight,  it 
will  do  you  immortal  honour  in  England  f 
your  intrigue  at  Paris  was  a  fine  preparation. 

Sir  H.  Do  you  think  that  is  genenally  known  ? 

Viper,  hi  the  mouth  of  every  mortal. 

Sir  H.  Ay  ?  that  is  lucky  indeed !  But  how 
fhall  we  bring  this  bufmefs  about  f 

Viper.  Nothifig  fo  eafy.  Flam  is,  you  know, 
deHred  by  the  family,  if  they  can't  fucceed  them- 
telves,  to  get  the  girl  out  of  the  convent. 

SirH.  True. 

Viper. 
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Viper.  That  defign  is  a  fufHcient  pretence  for 
vifuing  the  girl. 

Sir  H.  Can't  be  a  better. 

Viper.  As  there  is  little  probability  that  he 
fhould  prevail  with  Mifs  to  return  to  her  father 
and  mother,  let  him  pretend  to  have  had  art 
interview  with  the  young  fellow  her  favourite^ 
who  lies  concealed  in  the  town. 

SirH.  Well? 

Viper.  That,  moved  to  companion  by  their 
tender  attachment,  he  is  determined  to  lend  his 
aid  to  accomplifh  his  wifhes. 

O'Dcn.  By  this  mains,  a  little  fpill  will  b£ 
gained  from  that  quarter  too  [afide]. — Has  fhe 
the  fhiners,  d'ye  think  ? 

Viper.  I  warrant  fhe  is  not  come  here  unpro 
vided.  That  he  is  ready  to  conduct  her  where 
her  lover  lies  hid,  and  lend  his  miniftry  to  finifh 
his  bufinefs. 

O'Don.  I  am  but  a  lay-brother,  you  know. 

Viper.  Nor  I  neither:  But,  for  all  that,  I 
wouldn't  fcruple  to  tack  together  twenty  couple 
a-day. 

Sir  H.  I  don't  doubt  it. 

O'Don.  That,  to  be  fure,  is  an  anfwer. 

Sir  H.  But  how  does  all  this  concern  me  ? 

Viper.  I  was  coming  to  that.  When  the 
monk  has  got  pofieiTion  of  Mils,  what  prevent^ 

him 
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him  from  bringing  the  girl  to  my  lodging? 
Where,  inftead  of  her  fwain,  fhe  will  be  agree 
ably  furprized  to  encounter  Sir  Harry. 

SirH.  It  is  a  very  fine  plot,  to  be  fare :  But, 
t)omine,  fuppofe  the  young  thing  fhould  be 
fkittilh,  and  not  quite  approve  of  the  change  ? 

Viper.  We  muft  leave  you  to  fettle  that  bufi- 
hefsj  but,  from  your  drefs  and  addrefs 

O'Don.  In  trot,  fhe  muft  be  more  than  wo 
man,  to  refufe  fuch  a  figure. 

Viper.  A  few  prefents  in  hand,  and  Vaft  pro- 
mifes  upon  returning  to  England 

Sir  H.  And  you  think  fhe  will  comply  ? 

O'Don:  Oh,  never  faar  j  fhe  will  melt  in  a 
moment. 

Viper.  Befides,  at  word,  Flam  and  I  ftiall  be 
near  you ;  and  if  a  little  compulfion  lhou!d  be 
required 

O'Don.  Is  it  a  rape  that  you  main  ?  upon  my 
Ihoul,  Doctor  Viper,  you  are  after  ftepping  be 
fore  me  a  good  daal  in  rhifchief. 

Viper.  A  rape !  no,  no;  nothing  like  if,  dear 
Flam;  only  a  little  compulfion,  to  give  the 
lady  an  apology  for  following  her  own  inclina 
tions.  Hey,  Sir  Harry !  what  are  your  fenti- 
ments  upon  the  occafion  ? 

SirH.  Should  like  it  of  all  things  in  the 
World  !  I  am  quite  agog  'till  I — How  pretty 

R  it 
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it  will  be,  to  fee  the  poor  thing  pout,  anJ 
fnivel,  and  fob,  and  pat  me,  and  cry  I  warrant, 
"  Go,  you  naughty  thing!" — But  is  not  there 
Tome  danger?  won't  their  magiftrates,  their 

O  O  •* 

policy,  as  they  call  it  here,  take  it  amifs  ? 

Viper.  Oh,  no ;  a  gentleman  here  does  what 
ever  he  pleafes :  Befides,  it  is  but  a  ftep  crofs 
the  Channel,  and  there,  you  know,  we  are  fafe. 

Sir  II.  True,  true. 

Viper.  And,  upon  fecond  thoughts,  let  things 
turn  out  as  they  will,  I  think  it  will  be  right, 
at  your  time  of  life,  to  report  it  a  rape ;  it  will 
do  your  vivacity  and  vigour  a  good  deal  of 
credit. 

Sir  H.   Will  it  ? 

.  Viper.  To  be  fure.  A  rape,  and  upon  a 
nun  too,  for  fo  we  muft  call  her ;  it  will  fhew 
a  noble  contempt:  for  decency,  religion,  and 
virtue,  and  can't  fail  recommending  you  to  all 
people  of  fpirit. 

Sir  II.  I  fliould  think  fo  :  How  one  improves 
by  one's  travels  !  Why,  this  would  never  have 
come  into  my  head,  had  I  ilay'd  in  the  cityV 

Viper.  Oh,  fy  !  never ;  that  air  is  too  foggy. 

w/>  //.  I  ufcd  to  be  a  little  factious  now  and 
then;  but  that!  Lord,  that's  nothing  at  all! 

/  'iper.  Oh,  no  merit  in  that ;  the  natural  con- 
frquence  of  your  food  and  your  fuel. 

Sir 
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Sir  PI.  But  you  will  take  care  to  paragraph 
me  well  in  the  papers  j  for  if  it  fhould  not  be 
known,  why 

Viper.  The  main  point  will  be  loft.  Never 
fear  !  in  my  old  paper,  I  dill  keep  a  place 
open  :  That  no  time  may  be  loft,  •!  will  fend  it 
fo-night. 

Sir  H.  I  can't  help  laughing,  to  think  how  my 
old  friends,  0in  Portfoken  and  Dowgate,  will 
(tare  when  they  comes  te  the  article. 

Viper.  Ready  to  burft  with  envy,  I  warrant ! — 
Well,  O'Flam,  you  know  your  part ;  fet  off  as 
foon  as  you  pleafe. 

O'Don.  Upon  myihoul,  Doctor  Viper,  there 
are  a  few  fcruples  and  qualms  that  begin  to 
rife  in  my  ftomach. 

Viper.  Zounds,  man,  gulp  'em  down  then  as 
faft  as  you  can  ! 

O'Don.  Upon  my  confcience,  they  won't  go ; 
they  flick  ft  ill  in  my  troat. 

Viper.  Hark'ee,  Flam !  Would  not  a  little 
aurum  potabUe,  a  fmall  decoction  of  guineas,  re*- 
move  the  obftruction  ? 

O'Don.  Why,  to  daal  freely,  Doctor,  I  look 
upon  it  there  is  fome  fmall  danger  in  what  we 
are  about.  Now,  as  to  you  two,  you  are  but 
birds  of  paflage,  you  know;  and  being  well 
winged,  can  take  your  flight  whenever  you  plaafc, 

R  2  Viper, 
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Viper.  Well  ? 

O'Don.  Now,  as  to  myfelf,  tho*  I  am  ajt 
home  here,  yet  for  all  that  I  am  but  a  ftranger  j 
and  being,  befides,  as  bare  as  a  board,  it  is 
but  raafonable  that  Sir  Harry  fnoiUd  fpare 
me  fome  of  his  feathers,  that  may,  in  cafe 
of  need,  carry  me  out  of  gun-fhot,  you  know. 

Sir  H.  By  all  manner  of  means. 

Viper.  But  how  fhajl  we  manage  it  ?  The 
rules  of  your  order  are  fo  very  feyere  as  to 
money  1  I  believe  I  had  better  receive  it ;  and, 
if  you  ihould  want 

O'Dcn.   No,  no,  Doctor  j   you  -are  a  good 
cafuift,  and  have  filenced  mod  of  my  fcruples ; 
Befides,  at  confeffion  tomorrow,  it  is  but  lump* 
ing  in  this  with  my  other  tranfgreffions. 
er.  Sir  Harry  ? 

.V/>  //.  Oh,  by  all  manner  of  means ;  here  ! 

Viper.  Throw  it  into  his  cowl. 

O'Don.  No,  no ;  I  can  concaal  it  very  well  in 
try  fleeve — He  might  have  knocked  againft 
the  other,  perhaps ;  and  that  would  not  have 
been  altogether  fo  dacent. 

Viper.  Well,  well ;  all  obrhicles  being  removed, 
difpatch,  my  dear  Flam,  as  foon  as  you  can. 

O'Dcn.  I  lha'n't  neglect  them.  I  tnuft  go  to 
vefpers. — But,  Doclior  Viper,  as  you  are  a  con-r 
icientious  man,  and  one  of  the  cloth,  don't  you 

think 
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think  it  would  be  right  to  have  a  few  prayers 
put  up,  for  certain  perfons,  who  have  in  agita 
tion  fome  important  affairs  ? 

Viper.  Why,  it  mayn't  be  amifs. 

O '  Don.  The  community,  you  know,  is  always 
confidered  upon  thefe  occafions. 

Viper.  Oh,  I  dare  fay  Sir  Harry  won't  fcruple. 

Sir  H.  Not  in  the  leaft.  But,  to  fay  truth, 
the  reverend  father  has  drawn  me  dry  for  the 
prefent. 

Viper.  Oh,  you  may  be  foon  fupplied  in  the 
houfe.  Come,  I  will  advance  :  Here,  here  ! 

O'Don.  And  in  patting  by  the  trunk  for  the 
poor,  if  I  was  to  drop  in  fomething  handfome, 
you  know  it  might  draw  down  a  bkffing  upon 
pur  defign. 

Sir  H.  Domine,  give  him  the  whole  purfe  ! 

O' Don.  I  (ball  have  great  pleafure  in  farving 
fo  pious  a  man.  Save  you,  gentlemen  !  [Exit. 

Sir  H.  A  ihrewd  fenfible  fellow  this  O'Flam, 
let  me  tell  you. 

Viper.  Yes,  yes  ;  he  knows  what  he's  about. 

SirH.  But,  Dcmine, after  thebufinefsisfinifh'd, 
how  (hall  we  difpofe  of  the  girl  ? 

Viper,  Reftore  her  to  her  friends,  and  make  it 
a  merit. 

Sir  H.  But  if  (he  mould  turn  out  coy,  and 
complain  of  ill  ufage  ? 

Viftr. 
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Viper.  We  muft  impute  it  to  fpite,  as  by  yoyr 
nneans  fhe  is  deprived  of  her  lover. 

Sir  H.  That,  indeed — But  will  they  believe  it  ? 

Viper.  Believe  it !  Flam  and  I  will.fwear  to 
the  fad. 

Sir  //.  That  indeed — But  who  have  we  here  ? 

Enter  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Minnikln  (ind  Mrs.  Clack. 

Oh,  Mrs.  Clack  !  what  fuccefs  have  you  had  ? 

Clack.  Came  away  juft  as  we  went ;  the  young 
jade  whines  about  fading  and  penance  like  a 
Methodili  teacher,  and  talks  of  embracing  po 
verty,  as  if  fhe  was  a  peer^f  the  realm. 

Min.  She  poverty  ?  'tis  all  a  pretence  !  it  is 
fomebody  elfe  file  wants  to  embrace. 

Sir  ff.  Why,  Domine  and  I  have  been  laying 
our  noddles  together. 

Clack.  Your  worfhip  is  wonderfully  kind  \ 

Viper.  Sir  Harry  has  employed  a  prieft  here  in 
this  town  ;  perhaps  you  have  leen  him  ? 

Mrs.  Min.  D'ye  mean  his  reverence  with  the 
long  beard  ? 

Viper.  The  fame.  The  friar  is  juft  difpatch'd 
to  the  convent  •,  and  as  the  great  point  is  to  get 
the  girl  out  of  their  clutches,  he  is  to  perfuade 
her  that  fhe  is  to  be  conducted  directly  to  Drugget. 

Mrs.  Min.  Bur,  inftead  of  that,  he  is  to  brino- 

3  O 

her  to'  us  ? 

. 

Vifer, 
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Viper.  No,  no ;  that  would  be  too  abrupt !  to 
Sir  Harry  Hamper ;  who,  as  a  friend  to  the 
family,  will  teach  her  her  duty,  and  what  flic 
owes  to  her  friends. 

Clack.  That  will  be  very  kind  in  his  honour. 

Sir  H.  I  fliall  fpare  no  means,  Mrs.  Clack, 
to  make  her  fubmit. 

Mrs.  Min.  But  I  hope  his  honour  won't  pufh 
things  to  extremities  j  for  you  know,  Matthew, 
me  (till  is  our  child. 

Min.  Extremities  !  Sir  Harry  has  undertaken 
a  more  difficult  tafk  than  he  is  aware  of:  The 
young  rtut  is  fo  hcadilrong  and  fractious,  that 
my  old  friend  will  find  it  out  of  his  power,  if 
Ihe  continues  obflinate,  to  make  her  comply. 

Sir  H.  Well,  well ;  it  is  but  trying,  however. 

Viper.  You  will  take  care  to  be  in  the  houfe 
if  we  mould  want  you.  Come,  Sir  Harry,  we 
muft  hie  home,  to  wait  for  the  monk. 

[Exeunt  Sir  Harry  and  Viper. 

Clack.  Come,  good  folks,  who  can  tell  but 
his  honour  may  compafs  this  job  ? 

Min.  1  can't  fay  I  have  any  great  expectations. 
My  old  friend,  when  he  liv'd  amongft  us,  was 
never  over- famous  for  his  powers  of  perfuafion; 
and  I  can  hardly  think  that  age  has  improv'd 
his  abilities.  [Exeunt. 
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fbe  Street. 

Enter  Dick  Drugget. 

i)ick.  It  is  impofiible  for  me  to  quit  this  town; 
and  leave  my  deareft  Jenny  behind  me;  there  my 
heart's  treafure  lies  hid, and  there,fpiteof  myfelfj 
I  am  carried  by  an  irrefiftible  impulfe.  To  fee 
her, I  fuppofe,  is  impoffible;  and  equally  difficult 
to  give  or  receive  any  intelligence.  Hum  !  I 
muft  hide. — Hey !  no,  fure !  yes  j  it  is  Jenny  her- 
felf !  but  who  the  deuee  ean  it  be  that  conduces 
her? 

Enter  0 '  Donnovan  and  Jenny. 

O'Don.  The  houfe  is  hard-by,  at  the  other  end 
of  the  town ;  and  ftands  alone,  between  the  inn 
and  the  fnuff-mop. 

Jenny.  Your  goodnefs,  my  dear  father,  to  at 
poor  unfortunate  victim,  I  want  words  to 
acknowledge.  Your  ielf-denial  and  mortified 
ftate  place  you  above  the  reach  of  any  pecu 
niary . 

O'Don.  My  fweet  pretty  cratur !  in  aft*  of 
charity,  indade,  to  folks  poorer  than  we  are,  if 
any  fuch  can  be  found,  we  are  always  plaas'd 
to  convey  any  donations. 

Jenny.  I  (hall  think  myfclf  happy  to  aflift  fo 
pious  a  purpofe  [feels  for  her  purfe]. — Bleis  me ! 


THE    CAPUCHIN. 

is  not  that  my  dear  Dicky,  who  Hands  there  at 
the  corner  ? 

O'Don.  Dear  Dicky  !  who  the  divil  is  he  ? 

Jenny.  The  very  youth  to  whom  you  were 
going  to  convey  me. 

O'Don.  Pho,  pho  !  how  can  that  be?  be- 
caafe  why,  I  left  him  at  home  ;  and  how  can 
he  be  in  two  places  at  once  ?  unlefs,  indade,  he 
had  wings. 

Jenny.  His  impatience,  I  fuppofe,  made  him 
follow  you  hither. 

O'Don.  Pox  take  his  impatience!  But  I  tell 
you,  Mifs,  it  can't  be  5  becaafe  why,  I  never  faw 
that  parfon  before. 

Jenny.  But  I  have,  and  therefore  can't  doubt: 
I  muft  run  to  him,  father  j  for  1  know  it  is  he. 

O'Don.  Is  it?  Then  my  beft  way  is  to  run 
From  him  as  faft  as  I  can.  [£*;'/. 

Jenny.  Dicky  ! 

Dick.  My  deareft  Jenny  !  this  is  an  unex 
pected  plcafurc  indeed.  But  who  was  that  with 
you  ? 

Jenny.  The  honeft  father  you  fent  to  con 
duct  me. 

Dick.  Me  ?  I  have  neither  feen  nor  fpoke  to 
a  foul. 

Jenny.  No! 


ijo    THE    CAPUCHIN. 

Dick.  No.  This  is  fome  plot  of  your  parents, 
to  get  you  into  their  clutches. 

Jenny.  Perhaps  fo.  But  where  can  we  go  ? 
have  you  fecur'd  no  retreat  ? 

Dick.  How  could  I,  my  love  ?  as  I  hadn't 
the  fmallcft  hopes  of — But  here  comes  the  prieft 
again,  and  fomebody  with  him;  let  us  turn  down 
this  flrect,  and  avoid  him.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  0 '  Donnovan  and  Viper. 

O'Don.  There,  there  they  go  ! 

Viper.  I  fee,  I  fee.  A  fine  girl,  as  I  live ! 
too  '  nice  a  tid-bit  for  an  apprentice,  or  my 
mufty  old  knight:  I'll  try  if  I  can't  fecure 
her  myfelf. — O'Flam  !  you  know  Bet  Bonnet, 
'the  milliner's  girl,  that  lived  with  me  in  Lon 
don  ? 

O'Don.  You  may  fay  that. 

Viper.  When  1  went  with  the  knight,  I  left 
her  in  my  lodgings  in  town  j  flep  to  her  this 
inftant. 

O'Don.  Well  ? 

Viper.  Explain  to  her  the  bufinefs  of  Ham 
per,  convey  her  to  him  as  Minnikin's  daughter-, 
flie  knows  well  enough  how  to  afiume  the  airs 
of  a  novice. — But  there  is  hardly  time  to  in- 
her.  Ten  to  one,  too,  this  blockhead 

will 
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will   make   feme  damn'd    blunder  or  other. — 
O'Flam  ! 

O'Don.  Well? 

Viper.  Upon  fecond  thoughts,  you  had  beft 
undertake  this  bufinefs  yourfelf. 

O'Don.  What  d'ye  main  ? 

Viper.  Pafs  yourfelf  on  the  knight  as  the 
party. 

O'Don.  What,  me,  for  old  Minnikin's 
daughter  ? 

Viper.  Ay. 

O'Don.  Oh,  lave  off!  I  (hall  be  aafily  taken 
for  a  lovely  lafs,  to  be  fure. 

J/iper.  Why  not  ?  he  mu ft  be  in  the  dark,  to 
Execute  his  own  intentions,  you  know. 

O'Dcn.  That  is  true.  But  how  fhall  I  hide 
my  voice  ?  he  may  fee  that,  you  know,  without 
the  help  of  a  candle  j  befides,  I  am  told  I  have 
a  fmall  twill  in  my  tongue. 

Viper.  Oh,  as  to  that,  Hamper  is  no  critic  in 
dialects;  befides,  fay  little,  and  foften  your 
tones  as  much  as  you  can. 

O'Don.  But  if  he  mould  turn  out  too  fami 
liar,  what  will  I  do  then,  Doctor  Viper  ? 

Viper.  It  will  be  eafy  enough  to  repel  any 
violence  from  a  man  of  his  age.  Befides,  I 
will  think  of  fame  expedient  to  bring  you. 

f needy  reiirf. 

82  O'Dm. 
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O'Don.  Well,  well !  upon  my  jfhoul,  after  all, 
there  is  a  good  daal  of  fun  in  the  fancy. 

Viper.  You  are  to  take  him  for  Drugget,  you 
know. 

O'Don.  No  bad  match  for  my  linfey-woolfey. 

Viper.  Oh,  a  truce  to  your  wit  now,  and  dif- 
patch,  I  befeech  you. 

Q'Don.  I  go,  I  go.  [Exit, 

Viper.  They  are  either  houfed,  or  muft  return 
back  again  j  this  is  no  thoroughfare.  Qh,  here 
they  come. 

Enter  Dicky  and  Jenny. 

I  am  glad  I  have  met  with  you.    Come,  come ! 
I  hav'n't  a  moment  to  lofe. 

Jenny  and  Dicky .  Sir! 

Viper,  That  rafcally  prieft  is  gone  for  the 
guard }  you  will  have  a  file  of  mufqueteers  here 
in  a  minute. 

Dicky.  What  have  I  done  ? 

Viper.  Done !  don't  you  know,  that  to  fteal  a 
girl  from  a  convent  in  this  country  is  a  capital 
crime  ? 

Dicky.  Sir,  as  I  hope  for  mercy,  I  am  in 
nocent  ! 

Viper.  Innocent !  befides,  a  prieft  to  accufe 
you  !  won't  they  find  you  together  ?  is  not  that 
proof  enough  of  your  guilt  ?  In  a  word,  I  know 

vour 
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your  whole  ftory  j  I  pity,  and  am  ready  to  ferve 
you. 

Jenny.   Good  Sir,  v/hat  can  we  do  ? 

Viper.  You  hav'n't  a  moment  to  lofe  :  Run  to 
the  port,  throw  yourfelf  into  the  firft  veflfel  you 
fee,  and  make  for  England  as  faft  as  you  can. 

Dicky.  And  what  muft  become  of  Mifs 
Jenny  ? 

Viper.  Leave  her  to  my  care ;  I  am  well 
known  in  this  town,  and  can  conceal  her  with 
cafe. 

Jenny.  But,  Sir,  how — who 

Viper.  Oh,  child,  be  under  no  apprehenfions  j 
my  motive  is  folely  companion :  Befidcs,  my 
cloth  is  a  fufficient  fecurity. 

Dicky.  Cloth  ?  perhaps  the  gentleman  is  3 
clergym 

Viper.  Hufh !  that  mud  not  be  known  where 
•tfe  are. 

Jenny.  On  that  facred  character  I  can  fafely 
rely. 

Viper.  We  lofe  time  !  a  truce  to  your  regrets, 
and  your  raptures  j  I  will  foon  bring  you  to 
gether,  I  warrant.  That  way  leads  to  the  quay. 
Come,  Mifs ;  it  is  but  a  ftep  to  my  houfe. 

Jenny.  This  wonderful  efcape  I  owe  to  your 
goodnefs. 

Viper.  I  could  do  no  lefs,  asaChriftian.  [£.w. 
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A  Chamber,  darkened. 
Sir  Harry  Hamper   alone. 

Sir  II.  Mifs  will  foon  be  here,  I  fuppofe. 
Weil,  after  all,  for  improving  the  mind,  and 
removing  foolifh  prejudices,  there  is  no  country 
like  France  :  No  wonder  our  young  folks  of 
fafhion  turn  out  fuch  fine  fellows,  ecod  ! — 
Here  fhe  is,  I  believe.  No. — A  lad  who 
comes  over  here  at  nineteen  or  twenty,  may 
well  pick  up  all  the  pretty  accomplifhments, 
when  I,  at  feventy,  in  lefs  than  three  months, 
tiavc  learnt  to  game,  whore,  defpife  my  own 
country,  laugh  at  religion,  and,  as  far  as 
inclination  will  go,  am  ripe  and  ready  for  any 
frolic- or  fun.  Well  faid,  old  Harry!  After 
all  this,  my  young  miftrefs  in  London  can't 
refufe  me,  I  think;  the  devil's  in  her,  if  I 
fcav'n't  done  enough  to  convince  her  that  I  have 
{"cowered  oiT  all  the  fneaking  fniveling  cit,  and 
am  as  profligate  as  if  I  had  been  born  a— 
Jluih  !  the  door  opens. 

Enter  0 '  Donno-jan. 

(r  Don.  Sir  Harry  ! 
SirJL  Well? 

O*  Den.  Are  you  fare  you  are  there  f 
//.   Without  doubt. 

0  'Don. 
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O'Dow.  And  alone  ? 
SirH.  Yes. 
O'Don.  And  no  light  ? 
Sir  H.  Don't  you  Ice  ? 

O' Don.  I  diJti'c  know  but  you  might  have  a 
candle  concaaled. 

Sir  h.  Where  ?  in  my  pocket  ? 
O'Dor..  Co;nf,  Mils,  you  may  enter.     [£*•//- 
Jenny  \junJbiri\.  Hands  off,  you  rude  ruiiian  ! 
Sir  If.  What  the  deuce  noiie  are  they  making? 
Jsnny.  What,  are  they  all  dead  in  the  houie?  no 
creature  to  lend  me  afliftance  ? 
Sir  //.   What  can  this  mean  ? 
Jenny.  Or  have  you  all  confpired  to  betray  me? 
For  Heaven's  fake,  fome  Chriftian  body 

Mrs.  Min.  [within.']  It  is  my  daughter's  voice. 
Here,  houfe  ! 

Min.  [wftbin.']  Zounds,  break  down  the  door! 

Airs.  Min.  Which  rooai  are  they  in  ? 

Min.  The  noife  came  from  this. 

Enter  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Minnikin,  Mrs.  Clack ,  Colonel \ 
O '  Dcnnovan^  and  Codling. 

Min.  Have  you  feen  any  thing  of  my  daughter, 
Sir  Harry  ? 

Sir  H.  Your  daughter  ! 

"Jenny.  Unhand  me  !  This  door  too  is  locked. 
What,  will  no  mortal  come  to  me  ? 
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Mrs.  Min.  There  fhe  is. 

Min.  Let  me  come !       [Breaks  of  en  the  door. 

i 

Enter  Jenny. 

jenny.  Protect  me,  fave  me 

Mrs.  Min.  It  is  her.  Look  tip,  Jenny !  don't 
you  know  usj  my  child  ? 

Jenny.   My  mother  ?  Oh,  Madam  ! 

Mrs.  Min.  Recover  your  fright ;  you  are  nov/ 
out  of  danger;  What  has  been  the  matter,  my 
love  ? 

Jenny.  The  greateft  villain,  the  greatefl  rhonfter ! 

Min.  Who  ?  what  ? 

Jenny.  Firft  got  me  into  his  power,  by  the 
pretended  fanctity  of  his  character 

Min.  Well  ? 

Jenny.  Finding  his  delufive  offers  rejected,  pro 
ceeded  to  violence,  when  my  cries  brought  you 
to  my  aid. 

Min.  This  is  fomeparte  vou  rafcal !  they  don't 
mind  a  rape  or  a  robbery  here. 

Mrs.  Min.  Not  they ;  Lord  fend  us  fafe  td 
Old  England,  fay  I  ! 

Min.  Come  out  here  !  let  us  have  a  peep  at 
your  muns,  Mounfeer,  if  you  pleafe.  [Pulls  out 

Viper. ~\  Hey  !  who  the  devil Why,  this  is 

Sir  Harry's  Domine  Viper ! 

dnnes.  Sure  enough  ' 
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/>.  His  tuterer,  as  fure  as  a  gun  !  But  who 
the  deuce  is  he,  Sir  Harry  ? 

Sir  H.  Heavdn  knows  !  I  pick'd  him  up  her* 
in  this  town. 

Mrs.  Mitt.  Some  vagaboning  feller,  I  warrant. 

Min.  The  rafcal  won't  make  a  reply.  Come, 
friend  !  who  and  what  are  you  ? 

Vtyer.  What  right  have  you  to  enquire  ? 

Min.  Your  villainous  attack  on  my  daughter 
gives  me  a  right  •,  and  before  we  part  I  will  know. 

Viper.  Will  you  ?  Then  afk  it  of  thofe  tha't 
tvill  tell  yoii. 

Min.  What,  can  nobody  —  — 

Clack.  Perhaps  his  reverence  here  may  ;  for 
he  feems  to  know  moft  of  the  folks  in  the  towrfk 

O'Don.  Me  ?  I  know  nobody  out  of  the 
convent.  —  I  belaave  I  had  better  (haar  off;  for 
perhaps  by-and-bye  they  may  take  it  info  their 
heads  to  makefome  enquiries  after  me  of  myfelf; 
and,  for  the  prefent,  it  will  be  more  convanierrt 
to  drop  the  acquaintance.  \_ExiL> 

Min.  But,  what  the  deuce,  can  nobody  give 
us  an  account  who  he  is  ?  Where's  landlord  ? 

Colonel.  You  feem  all  (If  angers  to  this  hone  ft 
gentleman. 

Min.  Oh,  this  perhaps  is  fomebody  who 
belongs  to  the  town.  Why;  Sir,  if  you  could 
give  us  fome  information  - 

T  ColoneL 
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Colonel.  Nay,  I  can't  boaft  the  honour  of  hi* 
acquaintance,  nor,  from  the  account  of  his 
•countrymen,  fhould  I  be  very  ambitious  to 
make  it. 

Mln.  Ay,  like  enough  j  and  pray,  Sir,  who— 

Colonel.  The  various  particulars  of  nis  hiftory 
Would  be  rather  too  tedious  at  prefent :  thus  far 
I  may  venture  to  fay ;  his  refidence  here  is  not 
a  mere  matter  of  choice. 

Viper.  Is  the  preferring  the  genial  climate  of 
France,  to  the  forgs  of  your'  favourite  ifle,  any 
great  matter  of  wonder  ?  In  Ihort,  I  like  neither 
your  country  nor  people. 

Colonel.  For  which  you  have  doubtlefs  very 
good  reafons :  But  believe  this  as  a  truth,  Matter 
Viper  j  no  man  ever  yet  deferted  his  country, 
unlefs  he  had  been  firft  by  his  country  deferted. 

Viper.  You  are  very  partial,  Coionel  (for  I 
know  you),  confidering  England  as  a  fpot  to 
which  you  can  never  lay  any  claim. 

Colonel.  Why  not  ? 

Viper.  Wafn't  your  father  a  rebel  ? 

Colonel.  True. 

Viper.  And  are  not  you  an  officer  in  the  fer- 
vice  of  France  ? 

Colonel.  I  was  j  but  rriy  prefent  royal  mailer, 
above  the  narrow  prejudice  of  punifliing  the 
principles  of  parents  in-  their  unfortunate  oft- 

fpring, 
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Spring,  has  accepted  my  fervice,  and  reftored 
rny  family  to  the  rights  of  their  country. 

Clack.  Wcllfaid! 

Sirll.  Ay,  and  well  done  too !  to  reclaim  by 
clemency,  is  the  nobleft  viftory  a  monarch  can 
gain  over  his  fubjefts.  •* . '»« 

Min.  But  what  can  we  do  with  this  fellow? 
is  there  no  method  of  punifhing  fuch  a 

Colonel.  Let  him  alone  ;  a  gentleman  of  his 
particular  turn  can't  long  efcape  the  prying 
eyes  of  the  police  in  this  town ;  and  I  promife 
you  they  flian't  want  a  key  to  his  character. 

Sir  H.  But,  Colonel,  I  begin  to  fufpect  that 
I  too  have  been  bit  by  this  Viper ;  cpuldn't  I 
/lop  him,  jiift  to  make  him  account  for 

Viper.  Stop  me  ?  you  had  beft  take  care  of 
yourlelf :  You  forget  a  few  obligations  of  yours 
I  have  in  my  pocket ;  which,  as  I  find  you  are 
quitting  this  country,  I  fhall  endeavour  to  get 
better  fecured.  [Exit. 

Sir  H.  Now  there  is  a  rafcal ! 

Colonel.  How  came  you  to  place  any  confi 
dence  in  a  man  without  the  fmallefl  recom 
mendation  ? 

Sir  H.  Lord,  who  could  fuppofe  that  a  coun 
tryman  would  impofe  upon 

Qchnel.   Your   countrymen  ?    the   very  lad 
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p£Ople,  unlefs  they  are  well  known,  you  fhould 
truft  or  cherifli  in  prance. 

Sir  //.  And  why  To  ? 

£olcnel.  1'he  necefllty  they  lie  under  of  fhift- 
ir^  their  quarters,  i$,  with  but  too  many 
of  them,  their  only  reafon  for  crofling  the 
Channel. 

Min.  Indeed  ? 

Colonel.  And  I  \yill  venture  to  lay,  without 
the  concurrence  of  fome  of  thefe  gentry,  no 
cpnfiderablc  fraud  has  ever  been  committed  upon 
our  young  giddy  travellers  in  this  part  of  the 
\vprld. 

Codl.  Vafl.  curus  indeed !  that  fhall  go  into 
my  journal.  "  Qbferwation  :  The  French  who 
tx  rob  and  cheat  the  Britifh  fubjeclis  in  Paris, 
"  are  all  of  them  Englilh." 

Mrs.  Min.  Ay,  ayj  all  birds  of  a  feather. 
Let  us  go  home  and  leave  them,  as  faft  as  we 
c,m.  Well,  Jenny,  I  hope  there  is  an  end  of 
all  thy  vagaries:  Thee  feed  what  premunirers 
thy  wilfulnefs  had  near  brought  us  into. 

•Clack.    Nay,   Cfter,   don*t  prefs  the  girl  for 

the  prefent :    Let  Mr.  Codling  continue   his 

i        J 

ojurtfhip;  and"  in  time,  I  warrant,  the  girl  will 
comply. 

.  Why,  fa.ther-in-law  that  was  to  ha/c 

been, 
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been,  it  feems  to  me,  and  to  fay  truth,  from 
the  famples  I  have  had,  before  I  fettles  I  fhould 
like  to  fee  a  little  more  of  the  world. 

Mm.  Nay,  Mafter  Codling,  you  may  do  as 
you  lift ;  nobody  wants  to  compel  you. 

Mrs.  Min.  For  the  matter  of  that,  if  Dick 
Drugget's  friends  are  inclined,  they  are  well  to 
pafs  in  the  world  j  and  who  can  tell,  in  the  end, 
but  one  match  may  be  as  good  as  the  other  ? 

Codl.  Why,  as  they  are  fo  vaft  fond  of  each 
other,  I  think  it  is  the  beft  ftep  you  can  take, 
for  my  part,  I  have  made  up  my  mind  :  I'll 
part  with  my  fhop,  voyage  round  the  world  for 
the  reft  of  my  life,  and,  like  other  great  tra 
vellers,  communicate  my  obferwations,  for  thq 
good  of  my  country. 
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